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This wally THE BOOK OF BILL 


DO NOT TURN ITS PAGES. 
DO NOT WRITE Your NAME. 


To 5 sum 


1) PLACE YOUR HAND 
ON THE RIGHT PAGE 


2) CLEAR YOUR MIND 
3) REPEAT THE" WORDS 1 


AHAHAR™"~ HAHAHAHAHAHAHAH ‘HAHAH Ay AR ANANANDADATANATATIANATANA 1 
AHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA a: Hay HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHABA 
fAHAHAHAT ATT \HAHAHAHAHAHAH here ANj) AFLAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHABA 
eHAHAHAHAHAHAH: (HAHAHAHAHAHA H; EA AH Ay HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAB 
AHAHAHAHAHAT® HAHAHAHA] AHAH Haq, AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHABA 
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AHAHABAS 


A H AHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHABA 
HAHAHAHAHAHA HA HAHA BAM AHAHAHAHARAH ag AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
HAHAHAHAHAHA wyaHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHA, rc AH AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH 
,HAHAHAHAHAHAH: . ,HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH Ay All AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
4HAHAHAHAHAHAH: HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH AR, il , HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
sHAHAHAHAHAHAH AT HAHAH 4HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA lat, | AHA HAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
gHAHAHAHAHAHAH A \HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH AHA, HAN FAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
gfiAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH ATT HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH AR HAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH 
sHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHATE HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAI 
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AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHA ss, TTA HAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHA HABA AEE 
sHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAFIAHAHAHAPIAHAHAHAHAHAHANAH. 414 H1AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHABAHAHARE 
AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA BAIA AU AANA TIAH AH AHAHAHAHS 1/4114 HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAL 
sHaHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH AHAHA HAHAHAHA 4114 HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
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AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHA HAHAHAHA HAH AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAE 
AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAH AHAHAHAHH A HAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHE 
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“7 ARAL x Prats MAHAHAHAHARAHATAH Ag a aa nrAHAHAITAHAHAHARAMAR ABM AHAHA\ 
HAR ; AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH, AA) A HAHA HAHAHAHAHA HAH AHAHABAR HA 
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ApfapaayiaHiAHAHAHAHAH AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA AHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAS ve AHAHAHA es cain 
gastasiat 4} /44HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAb Ag 774 HAHAHAHAHA HAHAHSS™ 244A Ha HAHA HAl AF 
ai AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHABA A 1; HAHA : AHA! AB \ HAHAHA ; 
ya AHAHAH AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAYA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAM 5; A Pee, TAHA : 

: SHANAHAN AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHIHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA Wi HAHA is AHAHAHAHAHAHA 
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HAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HASAHAHAHAHCC AKL AHAHAHAHAH AR 4A HAHABAHAH 
AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAM rata rta tim AHAHAHAHAHAH " AHAHA 
AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHABKHAT , AHAHAHAHAHAHAHA MHAHAL 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAMAHATE AH AMAHAHApAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHABAR WAHL 
AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA AHAHAHAHAPAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HARA ‘ETA 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA HAHAHAHA days tar A HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH 
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HERE WE ARE AT LAST! iy A HALA HA 

PVE BEEN WAITING AN ETERNITY TO MEET YOU, AND ari fe : 

1 xnow YOUVE BEEN WAITING NEARLY ASLONG TO ‘ee a Ase 
2 j HAHAHA 


MEET ME! 

BREATHE TINA SECOND, PAL—THISMOMENT OF 
ANTICIPATION! YOU ALWAYS SUSPECTED THIS DAY 
WOULD COME, AND IT FINALLY +S! YOUR LIFE WILL 
FOREVER BE DIVIDED INTO TWO HALVES: — , 
BEFOREYOUMET ME, AND AFTER 


WELCOME 10 THE AFTER 


YOURE PROBABLY WONDERING, “BILL, YOU'RE AN 
: —— BEING. WHY WRITE & BOOK, HUH? 
D IT? ALSO, AREN'T YOU DEAD? ARE YOU 
DEAD ORWHAT? WHAT'S THE DEAL?” 


THAVE NO IDEA WHAT YOU MEAN... 


I have you! And 
+, I’m better than fine; because now 

es ‘ lot we can do together! oh, you might feel silly about 
“meeting” me. After all, ®Bill Cipher” is imaginary. You're real 
and I’m not, right? 


BUT ARF YOU SO SURE ABOUT THAT? 


After all, you're mortal. One day, you'll be dust. But I’m an 
idea. und an idea can’t be killed. So that’s me 4, you O on the 
immortality front! And if I’m the eternal one and you’re the 
temporary one, THEN IT MIGHT BE WISE FOR YOU TO GET 
ON THE WINNING SIDE EARLY, YOU DIG? 


I know that drama queen Sixer warned you not to read this 
book, didn’t he? Maybe the old nerd is right! Weak minds have 
gone crazy from just ONE glimpse at my TANTALIZING 
FORBIDDEN SECRETS! (See: the hickory-smoked crater where 
McGucket’s brain used to be!) 


But if you’re as sharp as I think you are .... and if you're curious — 
about the meaning of life, how to cheat death, Pine Tree’s most : 
embarrassing dreams, and your own interesting future, then Dll - 


consider ing a deal with you. tow about a trade? T’ll let you 
read my book in exchange for a favor down the line. We can work 
out the details later. What do you say? 


TAKE BILL’S DEAL? 
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The suspense is killing me! 
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ss Bill Cipher Books, 
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PUBLISHED BY BI 
LICKED BY BILL 
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You call that a cover? 
What is this, amateur hour? 
I can do better than that! 
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Remove intestines 


There we go! 
PERFECT! 
The crowd 
LOVES it! 
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There's three sides 
fo every story, , , 


THE BOOK 
or BLL.L* 


TESTAMENT OF THECHURCH o “V7 ~ | cia, 7 With that out of the way, all this book needs is 
* snot he | a, some ink! Hey, can I borrow some of your blood? ‘ 
ao Too pencil i gaat Just press your thumb here, and I'll absorb some « 
100 NOSTALGIC! TOO RAVIS#ING icin __ right into the page! You won’t even notice it’s ; 
meh 


gone. THERE YA GO! Att, that feels good! a 


BOOK 


LICK HERE for 
that NEW BOOK 
TASTE! 


<> 
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Congrats on your new book, The Book of Bill, which will be your new guide to life 

forever! If you're starting to have second thoughts about reading it, too bad! 

There's no way to get rid of this book! Go ahead, try to throw it away! | DARE YOU! 
IT WILL FOLLOW YOU TO THE GRAVE. 


THIS BOOK CONTAINS: 
(1) Areal human spine! | wonder who they stole it from? 


(2) “Paper” made from pressed, pureed human brain matter. | can invade anything with 
neurons, so | can project anything | want in here! 


(3) 1,000 free paper cuts, to be awarded to 1,000 lucky readers at random! Check your 
fingers; you may already be a winner! 


A whole secret chapter that you probably won't find. 
f (5) A soul. If you burn this book, it WILL scream! 


(6) BEES! 


CHECK THIS BOX TO CONTINUE; 
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Brought to you by: 
Your own blood! 
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AE SKIN! 
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GALORIES 


Umm... I’m alittle 


Different 
GET @ 
USED To IT 


| *T KNOW HOW TO 
, EARD YOU DON 
Be WEAR PANTS. IS THAT TRUE? 


differ! 


Yeah, right! This picture begs to 
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—mentally scarred 12-year-olds, stolen a Grammy, possessed 
slebrity cookbook! (OUT: Existential Dread. IN: Existential Bread!) § 
fashion, and fearamids with the guy who's also me, and also my § 
entire audience! 


oday's guest has done it all 
a pope, even written his owr 


HOW DO YOU RESPOND TO CLAIMS THAT 
YOU'RE JUST A TEENAGER? 


| sat down to discuss fame, 


BILL: Make an unholy sound for BILL! CIPHER! (crowd of Bill Ciphers cheers) 


BILL: Thank you, thank you, it’s great to see you! 


ANYTHING YOU’D LIKE TO PLUG? ‘ 


| BILL: It’s great to BE you! 


1d moutt 


Sure, your eyes at 


BILL: The pleasure’s all ours! 


BILL: So, | wouldn’t be much of an interviewer if | didn’t start with the one question 
EVERYONE is talking about, Let’s get into it. ARE. YOU, DEAD? 


YNES! 


BILL; It doesn’t get much clearer than that! Let's move on to GOSSIP! 


baa 


ee 


@ fo tell you about my UNHOLY POWERS! Like a potato that 
_ grew to yclose to Chernobyl, I’ve got eyes everywhere. Any symbol of 
me that, you draw, scratch, spray-paint, or burn into the human world 
creates a DLRECT PEEPHOLE from my reality to yours! The more 
; ” Tee, the more my power grows! The more my power grows, the more 
Tt fun we'can have when you and I finally meet! Wanna help? 
"Put me somewhere no one would ever expect! 
(Just keep me out of the shower, you freak!) 
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MY POWE 
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Tye eatensgods, seduced a 

‘tastes like the entire Cheesecake | 

a lene) Herevarela few of my favc 


the top of m all 


| | MIND READING —tou think You're readin 
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| <>" this book? This book is reading you! 
Bo 3 ae 
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| CIPHER OYANCE— there's no way to see the future,” hecause it's constantly 
changing every time two particles bonk into each other. But 1 CAN see a Kaleidoscopic quantun 

o. goria of infinite possible futures across a spectrum of probability! So I can tell you 

f your future realities is most likely . . . for a price. (Don't worry, you only die choking 

irt button in 13,000 of them.) & 


~ “POSSESSION—i: it has neurons, I can make i 
my puppet. Wanna see my next puppet? Look in the 
mirror Kd! ae 


i 
I 


as. “NG 


o % 
; CHARISMA—ctarisma is a tune that everyone can't help but hum. You've either got it or 
ou don't! But if you don’t/‘don't fret! You can still hum along! i 


- * 


« : | 
PYROKENESIS™ cise, Cipher, he’s insane / Starting fires with his brain.” The kids 
in grade school'Could betsoucruel. But where are they now, huh? WHERE ARE THEY NOW? © 


LOOKING AMAZING’ IN'FORMALWEAR= ctiehsasnic tings wisi 


| could pull off my look. Have you ever seen Cthulhu tryswearing a bow tie? Guy looks like a 


GEOMETRIC PERFECTION—wy er always add : pt 


degrees. Quit Staring at my hypotenuse, you freak! 
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P WEAKNESSES 


nobodys perfect. (Except for Perfecticus Prime in the Perfection Nebula, but 
eee ales that #%#@ guy.) | may have a few teensy-weensy flaws, but keep these 
under your Haty Jack! 


oa SYNTHESIZED MUSIC—x | had ears, | would rip them off when | hear this. 


TINFOIL—res, wearing aluminum on your head WILL keep me out of your thoughts. Sixer went a 
~ ittle overboard putting aluminum inside his head. That fella lives for drama! 


" MCGUCKET’S MEMO 


~ DESTROY IT AND I'LL GIVE Yo ®\g 


s 
NO PHYSIC! 
thing is supposed ‘¢ 
blah blah. Guys 
so it dese’ 


IER Sa na AF hace ThE TY UT 


\ 


Q 


Ns 


’ 


You really thought I 
was gonna give you 
step-by-step instructions to 
F taking me down? Here we were 
getting along, and you try to stab me in” 
the back! You know what—because you tr 
to peek at this—l’M CANCELING | 
BOOK! That’s right, YOU 
this! From this point on, y 
The Great Gatsby instead 
OVER. 


GET CAGE : 


Bo 


11 The Great Gatsby 


CHAPTER 2 


bour halfway between West Egg and New York the motor road hastily 

joins the railroad and runs beside it for a quartex of a mile, so as to 
shrink away from a certain desolate area of land. This is a valley of ashes—, 
fantastic farm where ashes grow like wheat into ridges and hills ang 
grotesque gardens; where ashes take the forms of houses and chimneys and 
rising smoke and, finally, with a transcendent effort, of ash-grey men, who 
move dimly and already crumbling through the powdery air. Occasionally q 
line of grey cars crawls along an invisible track, gives our a ghastly creak, and 
comes to rest, and immediately the ash-grey men swarm up with leaden 
spades and stir up an impenetrable cloud, which screens their obscure 
operations from your sight. 

But above the grey land and the spasms of bleak dust which drift endlessly 
over it, you perceive, after a moment, the eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg. The 
eyes of Doctor T. J. Eckleburg are blue and gigantic—their retinas are one 
yard high. They look out of no face, but, instead, from 2 pair of enormous 
yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evidently some wild 
wag of an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the borough of 
Queens, and then sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot oheal 
and moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, under 
sun and rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground. 


The Great Gatsby 
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and, leaving her at a table, sauntered about, chatting with whomsoever he 
knew. Though I was curious to see her, [had no desire to meet her—but I did. 
[ went up to New York with Tom on the train one afternoon, et oo 
stopped by the ash-heaps he jumped to his feet and, taking hold of my elbow, 
literally forced me from the car. Bs 

“We're getting off,’ he insisted. “I want you to meet my girl. a 

[ think he’d tanked up a good deal at luncheon, and his deverminations to 
have my company bordered on violence. The supercilious assumption was 
that on Sunday afternoor I had nothing better to do. 

I followed him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked 
back 2 hundred yards along the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s persistent 
stare. The only building in sight was a small block of yellow brick iets om 
the edge of the waste land, a sort of compact Main Street mince ce it, 
and contiguous to absolutely nothing. One of the three shops it contained 
was for rent and another was an all-night restaurant, approached by a trail of 
ashes; the third was a garage—Repairs. George B. Wilson. Cars bought and 
sold.—and I followed Tom inside. 

The interior was unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the 
dust-covered wreck of a Ford which crouched in a dim corner. It had 
occurred to me that this shadow of a garage must be a blind, and that 
sumptuous and romantic apartments were conceal ad overhead, when the 
proprietor himself appeared in the door of an office, wiping his bands ove 
piece of waste. He was a blond, spiritless man, eines aoe 5 ie 

handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam o! prang into his light blue 
eyes. 

“Hello, Wilson, old man,” said Tom, s! 
“How’s business?” 

“IT can’t complain,” answered Wilso 
going to sell me that car?” 
“Next week; I’ve got my man working 
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Weg’, + slow, don’t he?” 
Works pretty slow, do Idly. “Aad if you feel that way abour it, 


“No, he doesn’t,” said Tom co : 
maybe I'd berter sell it somewhere else after all. Ss ; 

“| don’t mean that,” explained Wilson quickly. I just meant— 

His voice faded off and Tom glanced impatiently around the garage. Then 
I heard footsteps on a stairs, and ina moment the thickish gute Obs woman 
blocked out the light from the office door. She was in the middle thirties, and 
faintly stout, but she carried her flesh sensuousiy as some women can Her 
face, above a spotted dress of dark blue crépe-de-chine, contained no facet or 
gleam of beauty, but there was an immediately perceptible vitality about her 
oar, the nerves of her body were continually smouldering. She smiled slowly 
and, walking through her husband as if he were a ghost, shook hand3 with 
Tom, looking him flush in the eye. Then she wet her lips, and without 
turning around spoke to her husband in a soft, coarse voice: 

“Get some chairs, why don’t you, so somebody can sit down.” 


“Oh, sure,’ agreed Wilson hurriedly, and went toward the little office, 


mingling immediately with the cement colout of the walls. A white ashen 
dust veiled his dark suit and his pale hair as it veiled everything in the 
vicinity—except his wife, who moved close to Tom. 
I want to see you” said Tom intently, “Get on the next train.” 
“All right: 
a iH eg Py by the newsstand on the lower level,” 
€ nodded and c im j i 
Fe moved away fron: him just as George Wilson emerged 

with two chairs from his office door, 


ii are her down the road and out of sight, It was a few days before 
ourth of July, and a grey, scrawny Italj pitts : 
a row along the railroad nti i i ae ain 
“Terrible place, isn’t ir? id 
Eckleburg, Pig Arion 
“Awful,” 


exchanging a frown with Doctor 


The Great Gatsby 


“It does her good to get away.” 
“Doesn't her husband object?” a 
“Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her sister in New York. He’s so dumb — 
he doesn’t know he’s alive.” ; ais 
So Tom Buchanan and his girl and I went up together to New York—-or 
not quite together, for Mrs. Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom 
deferred that much to the sensibilities of those East Eggers who might be on 
the train. ; 
She had changed her dress to a brown figured muslin, which stretched 
tight over her rather wide hips as Tom helped her to the platform in New 
York. At the newsstand she bought a copy of Town Tattle and a 
moving, picture magazine, and in the station drugstore some cold cream and 
a small flask of perfume. Upstairs, in the solemn echuing drive she let four 
taxicabs drive away before she selected a new one, lavender-coloured with 
grey upholstery, and in this we slid out from the mass of the station into the 
glowing sunshine. But immediately she turned sharply from the window 
and, leaning forward, tapped on the front glass, 
“I want to get ore of those dogs,” she said earnestly. “I want to get one for 
the apartment. They're nice to have—a dog” 
We backed up to a grey old man who bore an absurd resemblance to John 
D. Rockefeller. In a basket. swung from his neck cowered a dozen very recent 
puppies of an indeterminate breed. 
“What kind are they?” asked Mrs. Wilson eagerly, as he came to the 
taxi-window. 
“All kinds. What kind do you wa 
‘Td like to get one of those poli 
kind?” 
‘The man peered doubtfully into t! 
One up, wriggling, by the back of t 
“That’s no police dog,” said Tom. 


1t, 1a 


Vv a 


Ti 4 
the Great Gatsby 
15 chdi an ree 
; ee th disappointmenr;.1. 
“No, it’s not exactly a police dog; said the man W! PP SNF in hic ; 


le” He passed his hand over the brown wash, c'f ator: ‘Anda 


f 
} , y aparke ; 
Some coat. That's a dog that I] never bother Yo, The apat 


voice. “It’s more of an Aireda 
ofa back. “Look at that coat. 
with catching cold. 
“T chink it’s cute? said Mrs. : i 
“That dog?” He looked at it admiringly. That dog will cost You te 
dollars.” 


arently al 
The Airedale—undoubtedly there was an Airedale concerned in j ‘fee a 


od lady f es, s of ttle lay” 


on the 


Wilson enthusiastically. “Howssnuch is it? 


gardens of VP. , 


somewhere, though its feet were startlingly white—changed hands and 
settled down into Mrs. Wilson’s lap, where she fondled the weatherproof 
coat with rapture. 


small 
“Ts it a boy ora girl?” she asked delicately. 4 


g : amfs¢ ner ~ 9 

“That dog? That dog’s a boy.” a p ed 
“Irsab. ,’ said Tom decisively. “Here’s your money. Go and buy ten ] 
more dogs with it.” 
We drove over to Fifth Avenue, warm and soft, almost pastoral, on the” 
summer Sunday afternoon. I wouldn’t have been surprised to see a great flock 


Wenge 

of white sheep turn the corner, | 

Bee on,’ I said, “I have to leave you here.” n called 0 ‘al peopi 

0 you don’t” interposed Tom qui c ; es aioe ' “ings ; 
quickly. “Myrtle’ll be hurt if you dont vei : : he American 

come up to the apartment, Won't youll y e hurt if you dont were noi vecnece the billboard is sane : ft a= 

a 5 gen ? . cad \ 
ae a ee Ul relephone my sister Catherine. She’s said co be : Dream is bittersweet y' ak a ps ae ie to 

: 'y people who o h » i > =A F meat ile Ni eyow \ 
Vell TA like to, bir ught to know, stutt o1 alittle cia Be Fie y hn 4 ‘s quess Mm aybe I'm alittle 
We went on, cuttin Just experience “required reac © Lt’s nor 
2 g back agai FE . kn Peers 
Be bih) Sires theo a 2 He the Park toward the West Hundred i touchy about my weakness : 
oO bee just 
ee Throwing a regal ee ae og white cake vo! a important: Let's just 5 
ourhood, Mrs Wiles: min~ glan ied ure Ol 
: gathered have tried to fig 
and sag haughtily ee UF her deg and her other weerhase8 lived long enough to 
— im p0ing* nave the McKe 4 i 
ACCS COM: » , 
Cup,’ she announced a__ve rose in the Bune... 


EE 


@hances are, ¥ a 16 at same S 


STANFORD PINES HERE Perhaps you ve Lit sorstbagicaws 
all canmuming 


If you've veached this 
page, then you Goss ripe 
instiuchions an 

ta vad The Paok of BU 
You can't hear the sf 


diseppoceited nigh Im makings 
ght new, ing. YES, Too 4 
iL aes YES, hen . 
fh what cig le 
PL « yy telling yee “ht 
——— nou, but Sd asin 
of it “2 Tine, useful, or in good taste. T tusk & gg 
at the beck myself, and twas mostly y ate Ta 
siddles—the’s tying ts bait-me ints solvin becausk , a wi@s yes can keep larning the pages te 
he taows my cursasily “% 4G CGE heel. And he’s "See what absurd thing he’s distiacling 
courting on yours being he same! yeu with neut- Whats it pop te fea 


ee the ty type te 4 ignore reason even uhen ts slaning : 
Z the face, then Von she the last thi. yeu want 4 


vig some old man, 1 wagging ene of Ais ren i! om 
ia : FE8 nat-werth it: Trust me. Y 


i. the threes of some all 


aart. YO: 


I Land culty meths. 


Gue pinned one of Grauity 
- A “Cath Maths” here. 
Youd probably be inte 


' at soit of thing, NON ow l 


kta trees? damethis ng aan impossible 


ofr a ecoveung Bipherhelic myself. I sant yme ta" 
es ere Clore this book sight naa. Goo ; 
id + K “une, patterns fn ho Za 


5 
7 ghrp of your fut inl jperhaps P Hous eb : 


the { 


hou ta make nuckar bombs out of ucklengs 4 


tambition. Orv perhaps you just are attinctad' te thea 


OH, HELLO THERE. 
me at all the secrets of the a 
taapan cae peeking | 


meaning what everyone's about 
pty bl hf ne i 
out 


ilae. leteeeaaeticae tae : £\ \ , 

who can keep secrets. All right, I'll consider aN es ‘\. 

TS red yo min power oagh yy 

« , your mind is | 2 » an < “) Gee 
to handle my deep, dark secrets without your brain . vi \ Wh a 

melting out your ears and staining your shirt. ; 6 | AA: ge 


Lucky for you T keep one of these brain-power tests 
aha 


Cet that pend sharpened, buddy-it's 4 
what yale mae of (side from ble and deat sha 


) —-THE ONE TRUE-—— a 


£e& INTELLIGENCE - AMARAR AAA AAAS Oo 
4 \ AAAAA 
ao ARAAAA 
YOU HAVE 10 MINUTES TO COMPLET NWO 
- <= AAAAKAARAKRAA A 
ANARAKAARAKRAAAAAAAD 
AAAAKA AAA RAR AM 
viav ALLTHE OTHER STUDENTS ARE SMARTER THAN you AAAAAAR 
SNe ee ge Is FUNDAMENTALLY UNFAIR AND DESIGNED ONLY FOR YOUR AN AAR ee 
IDE THAT THE UNIVE ONDESCENT FURY, AFLAME WITH AN UNQUENCHABLE 
t W THEM! YOU'LL SHOW THEM ALL! AAAAANRAAARAARRARAAAA 
zs AAAAAAAARARAAAAARAA 
pee AAAAAARAAARAARAAAARAA 
AAARAAARARAARAAAAAA 
AAARARARAAARAAAAAAR 
AAAARARAARAAAAAARAARA 
AANAAARAAAAARAAAAAAA 
| A DEVIOUS ILLUSION ane 
act Is this a young woman, an old woman, or an illustrator AAA A AOA AL Ria a 
> ij fe 
EA having a psychotic break? AAA AARAAAAAAAAAAAARA es 
2 
Petes, Can you find all the below screams in this puzzie?? / 
fe 


AAA AAAAAAAAAABA 
AAAAAAAAAAAA j 
Il. THE RIDDLE OF THE CUBE AAA \ 
This may look like an ordinary cube, but if you look ys 2 AAAA 


closely, this cube is actually really, SUPER depressed. 
IS (Hey, he’s had a rough year! Cut him some slack!) What 
cal = can you say to this cube to convince him to leave the 


house more often? CAREFUL: Too much pressure to hang 
| out will make the cube even more anxious. But if you 
SS 


V. NORLOG THE NUMBER 
DEVOURER 


never invite him out, he'll think you hate him! 
This is Norlog. He hungers for numbers 

Feed him the numbers he craves. NUMBERS 
ARE HIS FOOD! FEED NORLOG! 


LS) answer: 


Ill. How much wood would a woodchuck chuck if a 


woodchuck were up against a wood-chucking deadline 


and had procrastinated for weeks? He's suppos i i it 
2eks? He's supposed to chuck and its 
already noon on Wednesday! He w. Sn cnicce eae 


asted his day watching Yo i ut how aad ds 
marbles are made! What should he do? , BalouTube videos abe 


ce 


Se EsAohE rons Should he call his mom? He's honestly freaking y 


VIL Calculate the surface area of Soos 
ANSWER: > 


ANSWER: Sry 
N 


vil. WHAT IS THIS THING? 


é 2! 
Why won't it leave me alone* 


ANSWER: = 


Vill. DIVIDE THIS NUMBER IN HALF: 


7,368 


ed it! You were supposed to divide it in your head, not divide 


fh god! Oh god, you kill ; 
ic an ech pea i blood everywhere and the cops are going to be here any minute! 


Okay, okay, just stay cool. That number had a family, but you can't think about that right 
now. Listen to me. Here's what you're going to do. You're going to take a deep breath, 
go home, and change your clothes. | know a guy who can take care of this, but you 
need an alibi! Quick, write it down here—tt'd better be convincing! 


YOUR ALIBI (Don’t rope me into this): 


IX. In the '90s, the internet had only 
one website (horses dating horses), so 
people had to pass the time by staring 
at these things and pretending they 
could see something in there. Can YOU 
pretend to see something in there? 


WRITE DOWN WHAT YOU PRETEND 
TO SEE: 


ACROSS 


1) A draft of a proposed law presented to Parliament for discussion 
2) An amount of money owed for goods supplied or services rendered 


3) Aprogram of entertainment, such as ata theater 
4) Abanknote; a piece of paper money 
5) Aposter 
6) First name of the 42nd president of the USA 
7) Chant at the beginning of a Science Guy's show 
8) The front part of a duck’s tace 
9) Destiny's Child needs three of them 
10) Llib backward 
11) Buffalo 


problem now! 


XII. FINAL QUESTION 


This is an easy one! What is the purpos 


ANSWER: 


DOWN 


1) Who the Bride wanted to kill 
2) Short for “William” 
3) When you misspell “Fill” 
4) There's no such thing as a good jonaire 
5) Aciean_ of health 
6) He had an excellent adventure with Ted 
7) The kind of board with an advertisement on it 
8) Three___y Goats Grutt 
9) Watterson of Calvin & Hobbes 
10) The name of your new god 
41) 01100010 01101001 01101100 01101100 in binary 


| just added this thing in here because it’s been in my dimension 
forever and | hate looking at it and wanted to get rid of it. It's your 


Niright! 
scoamnmteradgenicregnemmeninceinnn 


you FAILED 


That's right! The REAL test was fo: tions, and it turns out you 
your time actualy doing these pointless us YM WRITING 
re YSeLF LAUGHING! Pease proced to puton the “hat of shame” 
YOU IN YOUR NE 
for the rest of your life) Foneven 


If however, you skipped over any of the questions 


YOU are smart enough to understand the fundamental truth in life, which 
is that the universe is a rigged carnival game and the spoils go to whoever 
knocks out the carny and takes the prize! Your life is too short to waste on 
homework unless you want to end up like these two sad nerds. —p> 


Point is, you're being cheated every day of your life, so the only way to 
level the playing field is to cheat back, and cheat back hard. T knew you'd 
get it 


all me crazy (and every licensed therapist does), but I'd Say you've proved PICTURED: GUYS 


that you're worthy of learning the secrets of the universe! GInLENEN ol “a 


ILLUSION 


~ Fiesb lets get something out of the way: a human’s 
ability to grasp reality is painfully limited. You don’t 
‘even have free «esl ies me? Okey, rip a dollar 


; apa Bee Lielictoiandetstare the truths 
"of existence; you evolved to eat berries, bork each 
~ other with sticks, and squirt milk into babies. You can’t 

« See outside the optical spectrum, navigate beyond linear 
~.. chronology, or even echolocate. But now you've got 
me! Want fo see what the underlying code of all 
things REALLY looks like? 


REALITY IS MADE OF CODE AND MADNESS AND 
TINY, TINY LEGOS. EVERYTHING BIG IS MADE OF 
SOMETHING SMALL, AND EVERYTHING SMALL 
CAN BE MANIPULATED INTO SOMETHING NEW, 
YOUR SENSES ARE LYING TO YOU. SO IT’S TIME TO 
START LYING TO YOUR SENSES AND PICK A BETTER 
REALITY. I CAN SHOW YOU HOW! BUT FIRST YOU 
NEED TO REMEMBER WHAT'S REAL: NOTHING! 


| Pany om. 


THE UNIVERSE 15 A HOLOGRAM, 


THIS is the multiverse. Look at how multi it is! 


you 


UNIMPORTANT 
SUCKERS 

This roiling mass of al pecciile realities is Saad enough to ruin any physics 

class or cinematic movie franchise it touches! But it’s actually alot simpler than it 

looks—if you know its secret! 


FHEMULTIVERSE Sour @ 
The truth is, our entire multiverse is a | 


holographic trading card being held inside a | 
collector’s binder within the backpack of an | 
Unfathomable Being outside of time known 
as “Dennis.” Every time you feel briefly dt 
it’s because Dennis just took the 
to show his older brother, Kyl 
to trade it for a string cheese 
physicists call “string theory.” 

this cheap card’s glittering edge. Tf 
dog ever eats it, we're pretty mucha 


daa 


=PR' 
eo 


ric Af THE BRAIN designed to deliver a random bundle of genetic material into the future 

eevee _ Se ier icatacaion aca and then turn to dust. That’s it! Your only purpose—to be the 

goes Inere! TH S ” Rairercncerer expendable chauffeur to a pushy line of genetic code. As someone 
| i a34 bp : 


THE MOUTH 
Beco « 
press m=? Ea ww 
mor 


Wuat Is a HuMAN? 


n organic machine made out of blood and anxiety, 


Your HORRIBLE Boby 


PILE OF PARTS AND HOLES 


A DISGUSTING A human is a 


who's puppeteered plenty of you meat robots before, I'd rank humans 
somewhere between the chupacabra and the mud tick. Not the best 
life-form on earth, not the worst! (Weaknesses include fire, forks, 


Sneezes are the ghosts trying to escape! 
Don't let them! Their memories are your 
dreams! 

except Rser. Wanna 


FREE XYLOPHONE! : 2 é eee 
Grab a tiny hammer and te woodchippers, chlorine gas, and mild criticsm.) 
IZE BLADDER” j } jp ig piece eae eS 
, 7 THE HUMAN Bopy 


yey) \)\ ALIVE RAT. 
fats intl sleep par yet Check our : 
Teel nen end wana om The human body is an oily trash bag filled with fluids and bladders 
RReTERICe and sacs. You can’t poke it too hard or it leaks and squeals, and if you 
reer ena ile don’t constantly put nutrients in its head hole, it just falls over and 
never gets up again. It was designed by random mutation, and like 
Se most mutants, it looks best covered up with a tarp. Humans claim 
Wares that the human body is “beautiful,” but if you go outside naked, they 
| arrest you immediately, so what does that tell you? The human body 
5 doesn’t come with an instruction manual, but if it did, it would 


probably just say “Sorry.” 


“Ew, what is it?” 


DESIGN 


Your Sab, 
ee BONES 
i¢ BO Inside of be a i 
Ee (No onolinpwenlstainse eeeercey FEEBLE EYES 
WOUND Z : They say that “beauty is in the eye of COLORS YOU 


It's hunary! Feed It salt! 


the beholder” but all I found in this CAN'T SEE: 


human’s eye is goo! You sad 


THE HOOVES 


the Fluids <<) For marching joylessly toward 


Inevitable decay. Also for jigs! > humans can’t even see my tavorite 


aM fe Pe colors. So-called “optometrists 
Pal a se, filed with Nard pen i 'ts"a human ingests intoits body, the . 
i [OF even death. For this reason it via v . b ' } 
sisi elle ied iMhelby 974 pops slernatel fh TOUR cote nen aaa 4 : ’ = say that these colors d exis 


but those guys a 


off by bees and n 


p D4 : they can hoard the flashic 1 
. j Em SHEE AKO Bw KR POSK.B A WOES 


UR BODY! 


—<—<—— = 
eealineestinetinentinntinnntientibentinntien=ientinentinentintnendtiantinantientintientientiee! 


awe SKIN 


THE BAG THAT HOLDS YOUR MEAT 


WHAT IS SKIN? receane 
jorrible 
BILL FACT! y 

eae Gross >> Every human secretly wants 
es ait } escape their skin and become the 
cool skeleton they were always 
meant to be, but as of yet there's no 
way to do that without “dying.” To 
make the most of this unfortunate 
situation, some humans decorate 
their wretched husk with a form of 
pain-graffiti known as a “tattoo” 
And guess who's one of the most 

popular tattoos? 


A The worst 
No 


>> Humans are trapped in a horrible moist bag of 
spongy gland fat known as “skin,” which gets wrinklier 
and wrinklier overtime until ultimately humans morph 
into their final form, known as “Larry King.” 


eee VES 
Ee yYOUKHOW (—J Thank you, Florida! 
There's 2 map to the lost 
city of gold hidden on your >> To everyone who has made the 
yandme Brendalyne’s left questionable life decision to put 
That big biue vein is the my face on their body forever, may! 
cxact shape of the coast of just say | LOVE IT! WE ARE AS ONE, A 
Acagnico. Follow the signs SHARED VESSEL BONDED IN BLOOD 
AND INK! 
IT 1S INEVITABLE But let’s be honest—some of you 
have questionable taste! So heres 


a few poses you can use next time 
ae 


| FREESKIN! | youre at the pain factory 
Tell ‘em Bill sent ya! 


Found it on the sidewalk, It’s yours now! 
1, Summary; You wer ide 


flawed but can impr 
with pain, 

2, Summary of Summary 
wrong, pain right, 


3, Summary of Summary of 
Summary: AAAAAAAAAA! 


ife 


LEARNING [ 
618 Lesson 9 Help! This is 
has devour 


Not Bill Cipher. My 
» My nam 
pas devoured over tons ofyears lad Geabiey Hemberdreck of Zimtrex 5, tm one of thousands of DelNt ail 
nats USL Keeps playing the sona “Gand one are OW tapped Inside him. You have to free me! It MOU" isi 


Py. 
“thn 
Sie 


BILL, HAVE you EVER oe ad LOVE? 
6 ae Reve you taken @ OMA test recently? 


o 


SERIOUSLY, THOUGH, HAVE you? ee 4 


METHINKS YOU DOTH PROTEST TOO MUCH. 
SO THERE'S NO POINT TO LOVE AT ALL? 


ICK, aN 
YOU Pray ORST OF ALL, 


AY ON YOURSEL FIN 


re ae. 


DBRATOEACHARMANDCALL 


L “JOHNNY COBRA-ARMS” 


- 
7Tell her you want 
I toeat her hair. 4 


TOPICS ¢& 


QQ ourertiocas 


y 
b 


I’M BROKEN 


WANNA 
FIX 
ME? £04, 


ar 
LET’S GET 
LLUMINAUGHTY 


i, a THEY CALL ME 
WANT TO 
DIE ALONE 


GET READY for the game show I just made up that’s 5 


WEEPING the 
MULTLVERSE! SAY IT WITH ME, FOLKS IN THE AUDIENCE 
* UDIENCE... 
he HOW! WILL! you! pre! 
\ : = 
— 
Ss | v} 
O 
FROM: "ars 
Pm RUIVI- x 
HC apa VE, 
WRN 
<> FROM: 


TO: Ah THANG 
all . THANK YOU! 


= FROM: : = \ yy : The rules are simple! Just pick aviunnlier between ga 
7] ~ \e ALERT of a 


a ET 


- 


we we «6 
‘we SOT UUW. 68 66 eco 
.. ee 2 ey ) 


“eae accident (You will have a fatal allergic reaction fo pudding whi 

a steamroller.) 

2. Making history (as the first person ever fo choke to death on air)! 

3, Murdered by one of the twelve distinguished yet mysterious quests whom you 
your cliffside manor for a night of revelry and charades 


4. Shockingly assassinated while simply trying to ride in your motorcade through Dallas 
with the roof down in the year 1963 


5. Eaten by thousands of rats, which you brought into your home to celebrate “Rat Day.” 
You will learn, too late, that there is no such thing as “Rat Day. 


6. Onadating app, you'll accidentally match with a wrecking ball. 


7. You'll finally wear that whimsical flower crown you've been eyeing all summer! You will 
be devoured by hummingbirds. 


8. Oops! At the sugary-cereal factory, you will accidentally pull the lever that releases all 
berries! Your final words as you're crushed to death will be “This is berry painful.” 


9. The good news: you will finally get the world’s biggest trampoline! The bad news: you 
will bounce directly into the icy void of space, where your frozen corpse will forever orbit 
Earth, a testament to the hubris of man. 


10. You will kiss your parallel self from another dimension, causing you both to blink out of 
existence. Your friends, who thought the whole relationship was pretty gross, will be glad 
they don’t have to pretend fo support this anymore. BS 


TL. Your subscription to the Poison of the Month Club will prove all too satisfactory. 


12. You'll be bitten by a French vampire named “Vampierre.” You will live for 1,000 years, 
sucking red wine out of bottles until you die from exposure to a bath. 


13. The skeleton with the sword. Ae found you! 


*. Ye de — 4S — oe. 


8 or 
yo 
S Ceee ee Gi 4 ee 
; ic death imitating th 
14, You will meet your tragic ing the playful stunts you « a 
show. Devastated a network censor will punch a wall and tl to ac, ; tere cartoon . 
should have done more! 2s, sovbing. They 
15. Macroplastics (ate a dollhouse) ‘ 
6. The person of your dreams will finally propose to yout You wi ater, | 
1 fag cod ea the spot. will gasp so hard that you inhale the P 
17, Afreak accident at a construction site will trap you inside « ie ‘ 


a 0 giant glass box. Your panicked » 
e Sides, running out of oxygen. Onlookers, e 
toss you quarters. You will earn $2.75, y 


18. You will fall into the deep fryer at the county fair, dying instantly. Your death will be declared a 
“finger-lickin’ preventable tragedy.” 


screams will be inaudible as you pound on th 
mistaking you for a mime, will applaud and 


19. You will successfully fly toward the heavens with wings made of ham, but the temptation to eat 
your delicious ham wings will become all too great. 


20. While listening to a forbidden remix of the “Cho-Cha Slide,” right after the singer tells you to 
“slide to the left” and “slide to the right,” a new voice-a deep, quiet voice full of molice—will 
whisper, “Now burst into flames.” You won't want to obey, but you'll know that you must. The 
dance demands it. And everyone at the bar mitzvah is watching. 


21. Simply trying to reach for a piece of cheese, which you'll discover is attached to a string 
that pulls open a cage, sending a bowling ball down a flight of stairs, turning on a hair dryer, 
which melts a block of ice that fills a bathtub, raising a stopper that turns on a cuckoo clock, 
triggering a boot on a mechanical spring that ki 5 you ead off. Everyone will politely applaud. (@ 


LS 


22. You will die of embarrassment a 


23. You'll die peacefully in your s 
remembered and beloved by a 
YOU CHEATED! q 


— = er ee e+ eee ee ee 


plan meas reyenge. 


SO—HELL? i 
Please! I was deemed “too annoying for hell.” It’s your typical 
between-lives situation, Descending through circles, ‘battling demons, 
reliving your whole life, blah blah blah. Just imagine somewhere 
very far away ... where the music is always out of tune. Where 


everyone smiles but no one’s happy... 


HOW DOES IT FEEL TO BE HALF ALIVE? 
My half life is still better 
than most people’s whole 
lives, and I’m just getting 
warmed up for my second act, ga 
ya dig? Want a cool party 
trick? I'll teach YOU how to 
cheat death too! 


~~ 


EN BY A ZOMBIE, VAMP 


IRE IRE 
*T IMAGINE HOW PALE E, OR ZOMPIRE. 


THOSE BASTARDS A RE.) 


BEFORE THE “CHOSEN ONE” KILLS You, spLit youR sou 

S YOU, § UR SOUL 
INTO SEVENTEEN CURSED AMULETS AND HIDE THEM ACR Ss 
THE REALMS, IN REALLY ANNOYING PLACES FOR YOUR LosKR 
GET YOUR SOUL TRAPPED IN 


CULTISTS TO TRACK Dowy. 
THE BODY OF A SNOWMAN ANi © a a 
STILL HAVE TO PAY CHILD sUPYo 4 

¢ 


OTS: 
DRINKID 0 sSOME } ir? 


WHO " 


BOOK xhe 
are ior? i | 
ie wee THON ING | 


wt | 
As Heaven Real? 


Believe it or not, heaven IS real. I know, I was 

out, in an infinite multiverse, all con ° 
exist, which means logic 
to every desire you've e 
know exactly how you 


THE IMMORTALITY OF A HICT™ 


Qa233a3 


On the next page, I will 


ied! Now that we've established you're 
| AVEN: -_* , 


a freak, it’s time to talk about 


HOW 


CIPHER DECISION METHOD! de nasniciian 


fogether over the eons, the voices in m 
foolproof method for making ane 
— >” 


head teamed up and worked 


ecision in any situation: 


= 
Oo 
Bs 
ie 


it? 
lt Well if you look at 


cc Monn ES: 


- 
| = i 
7 And now if’s a Ca ; 
"SS paper airplane! ops 1 
[a ~ “ a" 
sg > oN 


THE POINT IS it’s avery flexible concept! But parents and presidents don't 
want you to know that, because then you might start asking other questions, 
like who put them in charge, anyway? So they cram your pan full of guilt and 
regrets for transgressing laws they just made up. Wouldn’t it be nice if you could 
put all that baggage down? Quell the shame that follows you everywhere for a 
lifetime of crimes? MAKE THE SCREAMS FINALLY STOP?! The good news is, 


you CAN silence that annoying voice, and here’s how! 


> 


Right again, Bill! 


BUT WHAT ABOUT “KARMA”? | 


DENIAL 


Works 100% of the time in every situation. What do you mean there are people who disagree? 


Total scam! I’ve been through the whole universe and I’ve never seen a 


I can‘confidently say there aren't! a é : 
~ 5 © =: SHRED of evidence that “what goes around comes arou— > we > 

RATIONALIZATION ) =A : ret el =~ > 
Tf youl can do ih) you can justify it! “Truth” is open-source code and anyone can edit it anytime! - A MORAL TEST — 
Want ibe ay ba ugh 3 re things and then 3 “reasons why they’re actually good.” You'll be Well, LOOK what we HAVE HERE! SCRIMBLES the ELF seems to Dias ave 

.» rationalizing like Bill in no time! f / .. be CHAINED UP to this page, and there's no way to get him out! mercy! I’m 

2 His elf-bones are made of glass, so if you turn the page, you'll Justa 
DETATCHMENT \ yp earctes tun the page yori ae Welf, Tow 
| : Did you know yng of your human cells die and are replaced every # years? That means tha! ; see the rest of my: AMAZING } . q a ¥, ee 

anything you did # years ago wasn’t even you-it was ih,“ loser! You can’t be held - & Sf your fleeting amusement. Wit yes ate. 

___ accountable for what a dead person did! What? You think thi isjust angther form of G | . = % 
rationlization? I DENY THAT! 22 es KEEP READING 

is a oy \s (Scrimbles dies) 


) 


Well, Scrimbles is dead. Lt had to happen! Trust me, we were doing 
“that guy a favor. Once you get one Book Elf, soon there’s more, 
eating all your commas and drinking your page gloss! 


If it makes you feel any better, there’s 4 dimension where he’s still ' 


alive and well! I am one of the few gifted with the ability to see into 
these other worlds. 


There's a world where every typo you make comes true! (Lotta ducks 
in that dimension.) & world where I’m a square. (We don’t talk about 
that world.) & terrifying Chibiverse where everyone’s arms a 

have been sanded down to nubs! 


And I can see worlds . .. where the Pines family LOS 


ya 
4 


e . 
@ ~~ Look at. them. These two plucky little protagonists, 
happily-ever-after-ing without a care in their oversized heads! 
They don’t consider for a single moment the sheer improbability that 
they got to exist in the ONE timeline where t i 
organs, out of the IN 
shattered, drowned, frozer 
to 43. But I guarantee o1 
think about THEM all the. 
will get the ch 


LEGENDS — 


Ever since the electric light chased 
the sea monsters into hiding and 
the giants went underground 
to avoid getting hit by planes, 
cryptids have been adapting to 


human society—giving birth 


urban legend. You're no good to 
me dead, so let me know if you see __ 
these creeps lurking in your fown! 


| 
| 


to the 


ISLANDER MAN]. 


Found hiding in hollowed-out telephone poles, this gossipy beanpole 

started the rumor that “Bill Cipher practices his entrances for h 

Ios Nayarit an of ee a 
OS! T'm going to sue his long weird 

get ahold of my lawyer! a ieee 


fre Cee -MODET 


seenacetoonmascat that oka. off? The 


= = 


feratinous outer shell the moment you reach for 


rd The tip-off should be the smell of 


Pirate fis. ths 


4 


¥ 
a 


OVERHEARD SAYING: 


“q5110, Im am Dripper PiNes. 
nere is my framous catched 
nraset “Marble! Time for we 


P juffer another mystery!” 


a 
MEEEEEEEEEEES 


That's right, I’m the best Urban Legend of all! 
Every sleep paralysis demon has a picture of me 
taped in their locker, teens are always trying to 
summon me to impress their crushes, and 
paranoid moms are always leaving these around: 


EVERYONE YOU LOVE WILL DIE!” 


0 eeeModel v variation Le a 


ras _“Dripper Pines” 
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heres 


sty: 


eats mo DBD | 
> eo aa 


ollection oF silly Straws. lee-nee 


Wow, | love these things: isnt this 


isten CO thot stee! Crum: Mofh 


ICE 


Nothing else Co See nere, JUSt Lie se 


page where | Was Qorilic Lai JOC! 


S WOrTIT It: 


YOUR WORLD 


is controlled by dark 
invisible forces that need 
to operate in the 


shadows to maintain 

their power. To 

communicate, they hide 

their secrets out in the open, 

written in a special way so only those in the 

know can read them. Fine print, terms of service, music 

in theme parks, subliminal messages in commercials. You're 

surrounded by codes! Not in this book, however. Sorry, Mr. Nosy, 

a straight shooter! None of that double-talk for me! You can 

red az and put down your coffee! 


AY HORRIBLE MEAD 


: Here's a look at my scrambled faces collection! AREN'T THE 
BEAUTIFUL! As a reward for being such a good disciple, how 
about I redecorate the face of ONE of your enemies, on the 
house! Just write your nemesis’s name here, and choose from 
one of these popular options! Golly, if you could only hear 
the sounds these heads are making. It’s SO MUCH WORSE 
5 than what you're IMAGINING! 


“= MY ENEMY IS: = <= 


ce oe: 


Hindsight] p =F : 
Se |Headwardo 7 


Looks like you nodded off Welcome to THE MINDSCAPE, a secret back doo, 
00) 


Il consciousness. Every time you hit your REM cycle, a tunnel'opens fr . 


. 3 ary om You, = 
connecting a ith this book under your pillow, I May even Ir ® 
: Jayground. If you sleep wi : Shy 
ss at gles lessons start in your brain at 3:33 we ‘ ‘re - : at trying to wash 
a anes Ofte of a select few VIPs who's got the keys to this liminal basement, and Ty, ames, and pudding cups that eat blood off hep BSS that never 
= ” . jaqeo 
seaftland that youseouldeyt Beles oe aaa Tare pels, hee inside af, a Eesientiy dreams about getting comes out, bel 
e familiar minds . . . 


| 
i 
sane dred feet tl 
: his last name legally changed to “Pines.” and Rrcareca c 
| is 

| 

| 
| 


"fe; Mindscape 15 4 baffling mix of '60s Movies, Nightmare 


Thee lly Crushing the town. 
iend is going to have a problem lumberjack ghost still talks t h 
tis girlfrie t) A at night... a 


ei 2 ae 


___ Sixer dreams about a pop quiz that 


pica 


% 


s him: are you attracted to?” 
“WUSuclly writes, “I'm attracted fo 
logic and preparation. 

sure what to call that! Plansexue 


Dreams about his original 
‘color. 


Endless dreams about high 


school, about his/brother trapped 


that sailor suit. 
te LOVED it. 


between his parents he wasn’t supposed to hear. 


Why do you think they were in such a rush to get 
the kids out the door for the summer? 


| Recurring nightmares about overhearing a fight 


oe 
ieee eee eeenematEeEee 


5 a ot to clear his search history on 
pASSIN Ah, Pine Tree! Pve seer th ford and Mabel saw ALL this 


5008'S Browser 
| sweaty pile of elbows and acne from 
oA the inside out, and he’s got enough 


met his soulmate anonymously ' 
c A “Conspirac 
personal humiliations on file to entertain me foreve,! chatting . = oe 3 5; if Se 
i i cS Wendy Corduroy j 
If you think an ageless demigod would be above binge-watching the misery singless” we CyiGtSe 


000” was actually Soos. Wendy pictures onling 
of arandom 12-year-old, GUESS AGAIN! Some lowlights: shack Fan2 


Lumberjack girls 


i DREAM PRANKS! I 
~The time he discovered that his fly had been down during the entire 3 days of om bali ee vie 
Weirdmageddon. Everyone noticed. No one said anything. Hte’s referred to as “Zipper o- ‘“ rite his heal rightly oe 
Pines” in Mabel, Tambry & Mayor Tyler’s group chat. au nity 


INE OF THEM! does killing ghost make double- host 
ey he fell for EVERY O} attracted to green M&N iinkeakea 
green M&N smiling at me 


- 1 lyme disease signs 
~Clogged the toilet at Northwest Manor, blamed it on “the ghost.” —~ a 


Sousaphone tutorials 


SPF 100 sunscreen for ultra sensitive skin no tears 
crystal forums 


e is my sisters fnurby haunted 
+ 2 : how to stop uncle sleepwalking with eyes open itis so scary | 
F ith Wendy! Fire department had to be called to get him down. immoral to eat candy monster? (waa ene) 
Climbed a tree with Wendy! Fire dep # eres 
Hot glue scented candle gift for sister 


~Sniffed Ford's turtleneck, got his arm and head stuck inside, accidentally glued himself i : | | subtimin He 


Is my voice getting higher 


to the Sascrotch. Fire department had to be called to 


Is backwards puberty real 


oe J Plutonium taste 
get him out. Giese 


= orm 
as rH 


Girls who like elaborate puzzles mazes 
| | What-The-Heckahedron answer cheat 


| Am | the sidekick? 


-No matter where he stands on a baseball: >= ae | nocmeltieas 3 
diamond, the ball always hits his faces - 
It’s like magic. tow does he do it?! 


a En tta Ha! 

pil : TRAUMA! 

~ tz 
— =o) ; 


Imagine being this gullible! Some par} 
Pine Tree still thinks “GORNEY LS Tf 


AUTHOR? a 
= = 


agi \TKE! A chaos agent wrapped in a dec 
Seer Fed she eae AND reality 
UNHINGED WHIMS! ter teeth have jagged metal attack barb 
that can bite clean through scented markers, her. wus ane it 

eardrurtsrand she personally ascended to the astral jh just by guzzling expired 
sugar! Dine Tree wes foo weak toot me, Put Seating Stas ve of cHE0S made 
wonder if one day she could be swayed to my side. x few days before Weirdmageddo, 
T hopped into her dreams ready to make a deal. 


, her mind had Wanted posters of me everywhere—just because 

L possessed her brother oné time! Kinda hypocritical considering she possessed 
her brother one time too! T needed intel to sway her, but her HALL of SECRET 
FANTASIES was guarded by bouncers. Yep, Craz Zazzler and Xyler Q. Blaze, two 
neon 4-dimensional surf himbos with backstories so confusing that no one could 
tell if they were brothers, husbands, or clones. To earn their trust I took the form 
of “Chill Cipher,” a “human boy who loves being rad, and having the right amount 
of eyes.” They were intrigued by my skateboard trick (eating my skateboard) but 
dared me to prove my trustworthiness by joining them in...4 bonding montage. 
UGHHHt 


tip about montages: you can't fight them. When one starts, you just have 
to let your body go limp and endure the volleyball playing, chest waxing, sauna 
towel-whipping, dabbing each other’s noses with frozen yogurt,» 
teaching a dinosaur with shades to believe in himself, daring to say 
no to drugs, and surf competitions until the music stops. 


| & 
\ Finally, they agreed I was “legit” enough to see Mabel’s SI 
: FANTASIES, and opened up a hidden locker to reveal .. | 
Of “Fantasy” by Mariah Carey?! 4 


ris WAS IT?! HOW WAS I SUPPOSED TO MANIPULATE SHOOTING STAR INTO 


SMASHING THE RLFT WITH THIS?22 In my rage T MELTED CRAZ'S FACE OFF WITH 
my MIND. Lt grew back, alas: hunkier than ever. 


“This has dickies? Sst ile) ssa crazed Craz. “When May-May’s got acase 
of the $445, she puts on her headphones and retreats toher sweet; sweet antsy bby.” 
OWHAT LS HERVULNERABILITY?” I shrieked, my puka-shell necklace catching on fire. 
They pouted at me like baffled dogs. I exhaled slowly and slicked back my single blond hair. 
tiihat gives?.-» May-May ... these aforementioned ...sads2” 

& A 


thef fing their heads wisely. “Summer's ending, my guy. Ending to death, bro. She'd 
do anything to make it last just a day longer. Probably something RASH and OUT OF 
CHARACTER, even!” 

“That would turn things from fresh to grody® #Yeah, that would be Mariah Scary” 


ante 


That was iti» She'd never make ad But she'd make a deal with someone she 


believed could give her. more time. 


et a 


GO ci Star wasn’t the only brain T Crashe 4 


before Weirdmageddon! After me and Sixer were no longer on 
a first-brain basis, I decided to pay his henchman a visit to see 
if the professor would be nutty enough to make a deal! This ._ 
was a mistake. 


L’ve peered into the souls of madmen, but this was the first time 
I'd been in a mind that was COLLAPSING like a NEUTRON 
STAR. Decades of memories were missing. Shards of emotional 
damage whizzed by like bullets. Some desperate part of himseemed 

to be trying to heal himself, hoping to weld his memories back .\ 
together like one of his robots. But thanks to years of using his 
own brain-damage ray on himself, his mind was scrambled into + 
something even I couldn't decode. . 


A single spark from the memory inferno hit me, anda hole sizzled 


straight through me like a laser through butter. For the _ 


time I felt a kind of pain that wasn’t hilarious. I’d heard enow 


overlapping banjo solos to last me a li 2. T was out, 
never came back! 


he Meaning of Life 


i ' The blind universe tha 

t to the quick, pal! The t bated yoy 

pad sae for you to - smart enough a ea Lie a What you, 

<meaning” is—it only wanted you to make babies and cli ya Stave, Li. 

doesn’t care about your meaning, so why should you cate ut its meaning? 

anything, life is your enemy- Create your own ae and DEFY life to sTop 

YOU! When it comes to life’s meaning? there is none Which is good news! Becays, 
it means you get to decide what it is for yourself} 


THEREFORE, THE MEANING OF LIFE IS... 


., WHATEVER YOU WRITE HERE! IT’S: THAT SIMPLE! 


2 


& 


Lae ape ES ere 


Was going to make anything of myself, I was going to need to 
ing. this'll make a little more sense when J tell you 


} expired milk whilelooking at a 


Look, I know you want.some tragic backstory that humanizes 
{;; meand fakes my sharp edges easier to swallow, 

7 but if you came to a triangle looking for depth, 

DP> you're barking up the wrong treatise! Truth is I’ve always 
CY been loved and admired by all! But being special comes with a price. 


LX “sucking up my rightfukoxygen. Chad a gift, a rare mutation: 
% ee I COULD SEE THE THIRD DIMENSION. 


around like ants in a terrarium, I could see a world of infinite glittering 


looked up and saw the stars. And I was ready to be one. 


Technically, talking about a “third” 
world. But I knew that everyo 


could be freed from their delusions! 


Le £5 get something out of the Wway— 
there's no way for your 3D mind to proces, 
my, 2D homeworld unless you chug 


i kaleidoscope. But since we're pals, 

| T'll beam an image directly into your 
brain. Of'me asa baby! Aww! I had Velcro shoes that squeaked when I ran! 

Everyone loved me immediately, and the mayor dubbed me the “best baby 


ofall time,” made my birthday aholiday, and gave out free knives. “é ey 


You see, I wasn't just smarter than all the dull trapezoids and rhombuses 


i No one else in my stifling pancake of a reality understood what I was talking” 
| 4 | about when I said there was a direction called “up.” While they were all bumping 


potential beyond the sliver of forgettable gruel that was my home reality. : 


dimension was illegal in my © 


ne would be grateful if they 


\ 


bain their screams getting loud 
‘ ena ese Ty 


Sal mand 
aly 


FREES =—. my hands, shal 


king 


universe. 
Huh, that’s weird! For some reason, whenever I try to talk abo 


Well, we can come back to it! The importa 


is to say about that! 
he role of | tic 


tite 


~ ce. % te 
SO MUCH SL 
ad 


until there was no one left but meycovered in blood, alone in the 


er 
t. 


at. 


ut that 


day, there’s this loud buzzing in my ears and I black out for 30 seconds. é i) 
‘ jortant thing is; I freed myself from my | 
be foo an. everyore loved me for. 


P | * th p (¥ 99 S04 
Miee t ye WE GLY ; 
With no consistent laws (physical or judicial), my new unclaimed space betwee 


perfect realm to overthrow! But every pirate king needs his crew. Joining my dlub 
you just needed to pass the initiation, get the brand, sever all ties to your prior life, 


to the death in a giant burger-place ball pit for my loyalty. You know—a family! 


strangest oddballs 
| J bo 


AVA SKILL: Quantum physics AND 
i; ‘ 4 arson. She's a pyro-brainiac! 
} ORIGIN: Periodic Table 


Dimension. 

KNOWN FOR: Beauty queen 
who burned her city down 
after getting 2nd place. 

a= Melted the metallic cops 

chasing her.“You'll never take me alive. Copper!” 
DREAM: Settle down, firestart a family. Just kidding! 
She wants to burn down the entire universe/be 
interviewed on “Hot Ones”/seduce Smokey Bear 
just for the sick thrill of it. 

ARCH ENEMY: Her twin sister Hydronica. 

EXES: A marshmallow, a scarecrow, Hectorgon. 
WEAKNESS: A heavy flame-retardent tarp. 

JUDGE RULED: Each thing she has touched “melts 
in her clutch.” Legally declared to be “too much.” 


in reality were rolling right into my corner pocket. 


eating card-counters. 

CK: Can remove his eyes and 
s 8 seconds into the futu 
host a podcast where he 

ut what a podcast is. 

Pool cue resin. 


; Completely in love with Pyronic: 
med. 
fE: “Uhh, what's a quote? Can | eat 


€S Was the 


Was Casy_ 


and fi 
ie 


t KS One can uni t 
—s ORIGIN: Found abandoned ke ane pan | 
+ awbreakers. <= ight be an artist? Or arta 
in’ buck cing something he couldn't bite THEY VISIBLETO: Me, @-BALL uys on DMT. x 1 | 
Seer h, he had a dental breakdown. 8-Ball got him = "2s as Theis te I | 
‘thous; depression by lending him his dark matter jx ine hinks he's my I | 
eh Mazes | 
a weighted bl . fall guy. Been tricking | 
Aig A " him into signing my 
ROLE: Spy, locksmith. prank A ye “ hele peo } 
target. Our Thompson. vase Se forme. Crable | 
ORIGIN: Guard at the Vault of ams =, is cooked! 


Infinity, where the universe's QuoTE. J he | 

secrets are kept. Was caught ust happy to be part ofthe team! | 
trying to break into his ; i 
own head to “steal his own 
= thoughts.” ’ ' 

DREAM: Restart his high school band the Low Keys 
(had a horrible emo phase) 


ILL BE: The first to flip. ; 
SECRET SHAME: His laptop password is 123Password. 


HATES PYRONICA. 


“0 INY THREE LEGS: Its a joke because he's 
Th ai dime’ + just single sentient leg! 


As different as they were, all 
were looking for a real home, 
could be better than a heist—for 
smash reality, build our club 
rule, and NEVER LOOK BACK! 


I highly recommend it! I freed oners from bondage, mental 
asyhums, and dollars from bank vaults, and T was beloved for So 
most feared being in any reality, and my terror-tory just kept expa ha! 


mGHLIGHTS OF MAY GLORY DAYS 


» Crashing two planets together to “make them kiss” 
- Watching a barber pole go up for two billion years 
» Discovering a chemical element that makes dimensional authorities explode 
(NoPiqgium) and building a clubhouse out of it 
- Watching my bounty go higher and higher! 
» Throwing Nightmare Realm Prom! (Death toll: 300) 
‘Releasing my Christmas album. Lt was bad! 
‘Dissociating, waking up to find I'd conquered 
@) another dynasty! Score! 


‘faim? 
S from 


Me 
with the Nightmare Realm is thet 
the problem ny 
also meant that it was slowly aes 


so fur 
| complete meltdown. It happens to every realty evertucly—the F 


to to scientists as “entropy,” arti 
: known VOPY> artists a5 “burnout.” 
cite itt * was coming for us. The formit took this time? ia 


THE EDGE OF REALITY 


d 
No one knows how it started, but every second this edge was gett a : 
title doser to our chibhouse. In a trillion years, any vho west " 
sefely hunkered down in a stable dimension when this edge passed ve 
seuldbe instantly erased from reality. Like «TV seresdroppedvthout "3 
any promotion on a streaming network . . . it would be like we never ss 


even existed. i 
My new friends were scared. They wanted to keep the party going forever. \ | 
And I take hosting parties very seriously! \ : 


a becoming clear that it was time to say goodbye to our sweet, sweet “a 
Nightmare Realm. Thismeant weneeded to find anew universe 
to relocate our chaos to. And there was one universe, 
Shox inp mh 
pai hab role. 


ey © ~ # 


a 


A BABY PROBLEM 
It turned out your dimension had a GUARDIAN. THIS piece of 
work: CHRONELIUS INFINITUM TITANICUS the INFINITIETH, 
known to you as “Time Baby.” His goons patrolled a billion-year 
radius around Earth’s temporal perimeter, keeping the baby safe = = 2 ; 
atop his high throne in the year 20742. This meant that if I q mx — Vom Ss | 
wanted Earth, I’d have to pry it from his fat, sausagey fingers. : 


ABOUT THE DUMB BABY: | 


AGE: 2 billion years old (the “terrible two-billions”) 


& 
9-1-14 23-1-18-16 N41-18-18-1-20-9-22-9-20.25, 16-1844 
+ 1618-15-20-5.3.20 6.15, rig | 
1N8-20-823-1-49.43.49 


ALL TIME AGENTS! | was 


WELGHT: 600 tons ( a : =| rti ' is thing! Sorry, Mom!) 


ORIGIN: The last su 
tasked with controlling a 


backward, “pausing” you forever witha time bomb, or thwarting your 

plans before you even think « them. And don't even try to enter his mind! Baby brains don’t have 

object permanence, so if L walked inside his head, T'd be erased the moment he saw jingling keys! 
; 


I offered Chubster adeal. We weren't that different, after all! we were both orphaned gods who 
loved commanding armies and hated wearing pants. Tf he would let me take this one teensy, tiny = 
little planet, I could promise to stop giving him night terrors. Maybe I could even snedk him an E 
extra juice every now and then as long as he promised not to get too hyper about it. I sent out a 
telepathic message telling him to meet me outside of the timeline to discuss my demands. 


This made him... cranky. 


Pe FLLO, taety 


te B 


; BAB 7 j 


| oN i ! Okay, about Now | 
Before you could say “tantrum,” Diapers and his army had warped to the Nightmare Realm. do you get your Youre Probably won 
RIGHT into my trop. What you thought I wes going to play peekaboo with him? The yn Sear whet? Plea reg E39 fern thy 
work the same out here, and my Henchmaniacs had zero moral hang-ups about ‘ abeby. oe Me to slay.» I s0 
WAS ON. Our brawl destroyed six Planets and caused radiation that SETE still pics up as static, 1 DIE BEFORE I REVEAL MY Be. 
rador today. He spat up in my eye used me as a teething ring, ad moot suffocated me iis y TL ets. Auty | 
fat. But ultimately he was no match for my distracting squeaky duck—or Xanthar’s right hook, sec 
put you might also be wondering, “Hey, Bil, if my sane, | 

Time Baby was BLASTED out of the Nightmare Realm and CRASHED into Earth, creating a shoe ecage, why did you want to conquer it? Is | > 


t because 
wave that boiled the oceans and instantly caused the permanent extinction of the dinosaurs, Whoops oe the noble dignity of the human spirit? YOu secretly 


. - ‘ PtH AHHH AH ATH AH AHA Ate PAH AH J |) 
: a og sp HAE AHHH AHHH HAE HAHA f 
or ae Oh! Oh! You're making me smear my mascara! | 
“a - ‘ > & Bi } 
: \ as the only thing special about the Disappointment Ball (that Hi | 
\ ee — ried Tell Earth) ts thet tt happens to col dentally exist on « | 
. ee ; spot between dimensions, like the thin, breakable crust on 
ee a : ‘i ’ 
, Rei : E . With my Nightmare Realm slowly the weight 
| : : ; of its own greatness, your reality was the perfect new 
: dimension for me and my pals to party-hop to. I 
| needed to wait for minds to evolve. Because whe 
| there are minds, there are dre 5. f 
WHAT REALLY KILLED THE DINOSAURS there are dreams .... there’s a 
| The baby was soon completely frozen in a glacier as the Tce Age swept the globe. The time I just needed ial fi | 
were leaderless, thrown into disarray. Their time tapes draw strength from Time Baby’s ce the rete let me in 
chronokinesis, leaving them stranded in their own century, forced to wait until their < j 


Who might it be? 
would be thawed out to serve them again. This meant that I finally had the one thing those orks ae 
treasured most: time. 3 


sun i 
GRAVITY FALES, 30 MIL 


Ee — Se 


put the real draw of Gravity Falls was its 


hin 
3 Oa) ae - :, t the sg any tourist in town- 
- : those idiot seven-aimensional Trilazzx Betians had crashed one 
: les toSibe ° z of their ships right into the center of the Attractor Zone, leaving 
the valley STREWN with the perfect materials for building my portal! (As well as 
dlien guts, which seeped into the ground soil. Next time you're in town, try a 
mouthful of alien-flavored 
dirt!) This was the spot! 


I scoured all the life-forms / FY ms GRAVITY FALLS 
here for the one that seemed 
most capable of “getting” me. 
Unfortunately, I found one... 7 


HI It was true! This postcard-perfect valley had 
4 | everything a demon could want in a new 
) home—fresh air, blue skies, anda razor-thin "= 
I membrane between its dimension and the | 

| Nightmare Realm. Oh, and the Land Orca. 
nT tave you ever seen the Land Orca? I love 


that guy! (If you see a waterspout over the 
forest line, run.) 


Talk about portal tease! My first ever human pal seemed perfect. E the 
wisest of his tribe, he’d leapt at the offer to build a gateway to the seer seers of 
the universe. We had some great times! Licking hallucinogenic moss, $05siping 
about the astral plane, naming the constellations ... I taught him how to speak 
Moose and he taught me a cool dance that could create lightning. The tribe 
— my lovedme too—they carved me into the tips of the spears they used to 
> A hunt Gravity Falls’s elusive micro-mammoth. (Very small, but very 
delicious.) Honestly, it was the best this town ever got! (By 
oy THE WAY—these “totem poles” at the Mystery Shack? Totdly 
| 7] WRONG! Wey to mix up the Pacific Northwest and the 
\ lee? | Northwest Plateau, ding-dongs!) 


But Mr. Wise Guy apparently got cold feet after having 
nN uM a vision of how my realm liked to party! Just as I was 
; } sending out the invites to my first Weirdmageddon— 
ie BYOB: Bring Your Own Bubbles of Madness!—he can- 
) celed the deal, burned our redwood portal to the ground, 
J evacuated the tribe, and BANNED ME from the entire valley with a 
/ _ tix of ancient sorcery and pure SPITE! 


And why? Just because my first portal attempt might have turned 4 
guy’s face to stone; released a couple of lake monsters, and punched 
agiant hole in the ground? The ground looked better with that hole! 

It was bottomless! So what if I briefly turned the sky red? It los 

good in red! 


If that wasn’t bad enough, that backstabber cave-painted step-by- 
instructions to any future generations telling them exactly how to pull 
same trick, and warning them about the “Beast with Just One Eye.” 


THE PROPHECY 


tte claimed “Ten C Symbols, Aligned in Harmony” were destined to bear witness ¢ 
By eet sists wey of ryingtomessvithny head Trek 
lot of symbols in my day, and these were hardly the most threatening, A HEART? 

| STAR? BASIC! tae oy Leprechaun cered2! Tmnot scared Of cereal! T eat 
that stuff for breakfast! 

POORER Blix 
Guys in robes LOVE tossing out prophecies—you can find them on any street corner! 
But the Shaman’s intensity made me think I should look into it. 
scanned all possible timelines into the distant future, and’ it f 13 
became clear these represented humans I'd bump into at 
some point. There was a pig involved? And a kid with ¥ 
|. ‘ M t | 


undiagnosed anxiety disorder? Something called 


Fine! If I ever bumped into these'clowns, V’d be 
ready for them! I’d just punched the god of 
time and survived a shaman’s curse! & fat 
grandpa and pimply teen lumberjack wereno * 
match for me! And I didn't need this town, , 
either! I astrally projected a messude 


“Questiony the Question Mark’? 
| 


fh, : 


ott terry ro a >| ( 
pharaoh in the ancient world—I was * y 

looking for anew best friend, forthe _» 

low, low price of a portal and et 

servitude! And if Lran into any” 


symbols, I’d be ready! /q 


— _ 


aie 


3" WHO WANTS TO BUILD MY PORTAL: 


7 ANCIEN 


Ws Pe. cat = 
os TheDark Ages were hilarious! 
“Medicine” was just amputation and leeches, d 
no one had invented soap or numbers yet, and shis is ' ; + G 
/ what they thought a baby looked like. —__mm, i Oo 
> ® | 
Ne he 


b fy f 
Y SY pow aur your pay JOB, 


." 1 figured some wizard must be inventing alchem 


then, so I looked around for the guy with the weirdest ARCHIBALD! 
eyebrows, and sure enough, | found him: Dark Warlock “Xgqrthx the i 
By Unpronounceable”! Xgqrthx was my kind of wizard! He used his powers ; 


mainly to flict with maidens, torment knights, and gamble on underground 
a unicorn fights. And the pranks! He cursed a gnome to be permanently | 
sy aK | unable to say anything other than his own name. GENIUS! 
at, 1800 BCE P y,. 
Priest Tezochtetian “\ Unfortunately, Xgqrthx was going through a rough patch. He'd just gotten 
a divorce from a bog hag and was spending all day hiding in his tower staring | 


=. » ata bewitched parchment called a “doom scroll.” Brilliant, morally ambig- 

uous, and romantically challenged? Move over, Shaman, I had a new | 
| 
| 


favorite human! 


bath-forsaken time period together and he could have all the orbs and 
owls he wanted. He liked my moxie and lust for power—but there 


I told X’y that if he could design me a portal, we could rule this 4 
was a problem. The cursed amulet needed to power the portal ve | | 
locked in the king's treasury, guarded by the burliest and fanciest | | 

® 1. 


knights. He asked if I could “deal with them.” Oh, COULD !! 


a —— ‘5 we 
EL TIP: If yous +r have to get rid of knights, just remembers 
s VOU CVCE , J : 
can’t resist a time-wasting side quest 
i ripts about the 1M 

a 


at those hor 


illuminated man 


Sy af "Twas another Day guarding the castle, 
es when before me appeared a triangular 


jester in cap and bells, his body flat as the £arth, and 


PF | yellow as my teeth! He began to frolic and cavort, jingling VF 
S| and chortling, and was given to peals of laughter, clapping 


| meceify afong! Bhatever “twas that he was selling: ¥ was 
*/ buying it, Then, quoth He, in a mannee most saucy 
WN All right, let's get ceal, buddy! Your life sucks goose 
eggs. You know it, ¥ know it, coen that weied painting of a baby 
O} behind you knows it, Let's make-a deal. Ff you can fulfill my 
| quest, J can make you king of this whole stupid kingdom! 
Ops | Faas DZOOKS! F Had onty dccam’d of / 
> | Peed tasting the spices and silks of a kingly Jim 
: 9} life. Most days J subsisted off a single @ [ 


"| rat, season’d with dict, whilst the king FQ ‘ One| 
* devoured peacock meat and nacwhal 
"9 | blubber by the barrel! “A quest! Prithee ng 


TRS Se 


Sper ge 


| 


D. — (mare 
want You tO gO... Uh... go find my DID of 
Monty Oython and the wot 


Ti emerson Y Grail. got it at 
a Hest Buy JOC s cents but then tost it in the forest 


Ue's Very Important to me. Chop, chops Clock ig ticking, } 
ercival or Sic Talksatot Ot tyhatever they call you, | 
¥ solemnly swore upon mine Honoe that J twouldst find 
this“ Holy Wisk” ftom yonder counteyside, bring glory 

to my Mame, and have the crown! I assembled a merry 
band of Hod-feacing men to my side! The“Knights of 
Cipher” were te, and the quest was night 


SOVIET 

ut alas! "Zwas aff a cuse! A distraction to | 
{eave the castle unguarded whilst he and the Wizard 
constructed an iton dratwbridge to the stars! Sounds! Fie 
to fe! Let us pledge our swords anew to Cipher’s i 
eradication! ¥ care not if 9 five to the age of one thousand 
F shall dedicate mye every waking breath to his 
destruction, if it is the fast thing I do! 


—— 


NEVER TRUST A WIZARD! 1..:1; ile 
distracting the knights, he encircled the portal a 
UNICORN HAIR and used it to TRAP mein an ORD ‘a 
never wanted to rule the kingdoms he just wanted a... 
trick to impress his ex—and by sheer cosmic chance 
pulled it off 


I don’t know if you've ever been trapped in an orb before 
but IT IS THE WORST. He kept shaking me like a ae 
globe, pointing his wand at me like a remote control 
pretending to be “changing channels,’ and inviting the }, 
hag over to “ponder” me together, They made me DANCE for the KING’S AMUSE. 
MENT like some kind of LIGHT DINNER ENTERTAINMENT! The tapestries ar. 


HUMILIATING! 


I was officially over this time period. I burned so hot with rage I melted the glass 
and broke free. Xgqrthx tried to apologize. We'd had some good times, right? 
Couldn’t I just let this one slide, for old times’ sake?,He tried to appeal to my 
“sense of decency.” LOL. aie nr 2 


‘ 


I POSSESSED His PET PHOENIX, BURNED DOWN THE WHOLE CASTLE, 


AND CURSED HIS ENTIRE TIME PERIOD WITH NIGHTMARES FOR 100 . 


YEARS! (Ever wondered where all those weird creatures in the margins of monks’ 
tapestries came from? Yours truly!) , 


Unfortunately, I may have gone a little overboard. News of “the Bastard 73 , 

of England” began to spread. The humans were starting to realize there was; 

superstitioi in town—one who couldn’t be kept away with a line of salt. % 
? get) ' 4 


ons LS 


fi pistocy’s first ever full-blown Bill 
off histo 


This * vussiat mothers warne d that “¢ ipherashka” 
N . 

panic cal ihe dreams of children who didn't 
sted 

would bie porscht, and there was a nursery 
the : 


nish 


D England that went 
et 


hy 


& Rock a bye, baby, snug in your bed! 
Beware of Cipher invading your head. 
[fyou see Cipher, please scream and shout, 


And we will shake baby till Cipher comes out!» 


_ Unknown Bad Mother, tsoos ’ 


King Henry VIII was so paranoid 


abou 
wives that he started chopping off 


their brains. Hey pal, maybe your w 


ut me visiting the dreams of his 
their heads just to kick me out of 
ves would let you into their heads 


if you were a better conyersationalist! Communication skill 
‘ills, 


Henry! 
Even the Vikings, who I th ve 

g hought were supposed to be cool, started 
putting up runcs warning everyone to “throw Olaf overboard if he 
draws this shape.” What the heck! Thanks for blowing my cover, Olaf! 


Those guys could haye been my Norsemen of the Apocalypse! 


It was beginning to look like all of Europe 
was a wash, which was fine because I was 
getting bored of all their religious wars 
and silly hats. I needed another continent to invade, and just my F 


luck, Atlantis was finally fourishing! 


Unfortunately, before I could strike a deal with Emperor 
Glublach of Atlantis, he decided to start an undersea war with 
SRK KE-S-~, lobster lord of the deep. (Nice guy! But 
VERY political. 


Yr : - : ice 
a banned from most of the eastern hemisphere by now 
u : “ 
Tough various curses. My only option was to return £0 the 
c 1 ¢ ” 
°ntinent that had spurned me befor kyland” (or as it 


Was Zz 
later renamed, “America”)! 


eS 


re (% 
p, 4 


least satisfied wives 
blankets literally outlawed i F ms 
didn’t even have dreams for me to invadel : al of, how al the winds of fate change 


ri 
i 
t 
1 


One of their many stupid laws was that a woman 
churning butter for who stopped 
called a witch and 
boulder, burned at a 


FIG A 
A Puritan's Dreams 


thrown in a well, crushed under, rem ; i 
death ; ) 
g ba » But then the most 
aie broom (to keep both orieht C 
b itad up and spake to me in the voice o 
swers to escape my husband, five a life 
fours fike a wicked spider, if 1 so fancied, 
@ to renounce all gods. 7 let outa sq had never 
“faugh.” 1 liked tt. a, ‘ 


Now 1 have a life 4 never would have imagined have cor 
Good, and 1 even have female fr friends! me Pete ee 
“sly straws,” and we had a girls’ Bi fe ying through the 
and, hurling newts at bald people's ads. We've even Sti 
book club, which is a weapon consisting of a “book” tied toa 
“club” that you can beat your enemies with. 1 have never 
been so happy! ’ Three cheers for ‘Vinegar Pete! We ta 
tying the city athers to a stake and setting them afia 
ie as Vinegar Pete says, “funsies.” 


‘4s symbol! 


qwill never forge 


- Mary Dower Li 


== 


Ce ees SASS See 


2. 


oe, : ‘AMERICA 1) 


“THE ONLI 


" —an y a 
SO WHY ARE YOU ON THE DOLLAR, ANYWAY? t = ; ‘ | “ 
I offered the founding fathers the deal of a li let me tly DAO f a . ‘ 3 . 
run the government, and I’d help them defeat the : 
they were into it! But they didn’t love my 
Constitution, or the way I kept calling Martha Was! ‘i z 
Lips.” When they changed their mind, I g ’ ; : 


nightmares they put me on the dollar as an offeri make me stoy i a i . ~~ 


MORE OF AMERICA'S DUMB SECRETS pa d . 


+ Abe Lincoln wore that hat so nobody could see me sitting on his head, we 
pulling his hair, and controlling his body to make him cook risotto A 


+ The Capitol dome |s lined with lead to keep me from getting in! Good 
thing lead doesn't cause any kind of poisoning! I'm sure every } “ 
president is fine! BY ht 


+ My first draft of the Constitution was better than the crummy one 
they wound up with! It outlawed laws! } 


» There's a button inside the egy) « DID YOU KNOW? 
Liberty Bell.that makes “tien, You CAN eat 


HE ONLY GOOD PRESIDEN Delaware explode! a penny! 
Quentin Trembley, Probably the .. - ==! 


| smartest man in history, His “-12 
i Dollar Bill” meant that whoever he 
\ | | gave it to now legally *owed* him 
i, 12 dollars! Genius! | asked him to 
iia) start a jug band with me, but he 
a i thought | was just one of his 


! | > ; . 4 j 
1} hourly hallucinations and got a a WAS < America loved me so much they started a fan club! Wait, what do you call a fan club 


iia back to trying t m~ ~ 9, 5 : ' 
| So p 3 thats dedicated vo yur dsrcon? Oye A ane! 


4 hey called themselves the Anti-Cipher Society, and their motto was: “To 
Sstroy the Vexatious Demon Which Hath Inrurbulated the Peace of the 


Hy LINCLOPS: y eee he 
th The massive bellowing Cyclops that reaming Gentleman.” (Catchy!) Look, I couldn’ make this up if It J s 
| Lincoln rode into battle to win the 8t a load of what these dorks sounded lke: you aren’t allergic to sepa, rar the 


| Civil War. That was my idea! 
Where’s my monument? 


Page for a peck at the j thei exalted leader”. - 


CHAPTER ONE: em 


CONCERNING THE AUTHOR 
AND HIS CREDIBLE 


SANITY : 
NAME: Thurburt Mudget Waxstaff es f 
DISPOSITION: Most pleasant! 


EDUCATION: Saint Quiverly’s Preparatory 
School for Fidgety Fretful Boys in H 
Scrimshaw, Connecticut ‘ i 


HAT SIZE: 7%, or 8 after a night of 


pondering 


EMPLOYMENT: Copywriter for the Pe 


“Acceptable Slogan” Printing Pressery of 4 
Hogsteam, Illinois i 


DOCTOR'S NOTE: “After ins pecting his * 
teeth and haunches with my i 
calipers, I declare this man ‘SANE” 
—Dr. Cornelius Q. Medicine Wh 


WHEN LO, the church bells go silent and the paperboys 
cease their infernal braying, the modern gentleman, weary from 
H his toils, is inclined to doze. It is then that the fiend of the 
)) mind, the phantasm of the wit, known as “William Lucipher,” 
k ces his devilry known! 


oT, Thurburt Mudget Waxstaff ITI, have unique insight into this 
Sphantasmagorical fiend, for I have been visited by him on 19 @ 
+ than 3 occasions, and thrice lived to tell the tale! As ' 4 
m aware, the’ reader may think me prone to superstition, or ° ‘ 
sses an untrustworthy skull shape. I shall heretoio’ @] 

skepticism by i i 
+ se 


‘ 


THE ANTI-CIPHER SOCIETY “i ! 


= 


AN UNGENTLE ? 
SSEMANLY CALLER 


IT ALL BEGAN on the evening of 
February 3, 1901. I had been tasked 
by my boss with inventing an 
advertising slogan for our new client, 
WHITMAN’S MOUSTACHE Wax 
AND HORSE-CALMING TONIC. My 
submission—*“W hitman’s: 
that 

rejected, 


There’s no 


evidence it’s  poison!”"—was 


soundly and an entire 
typewriter was heaved at my head, 
One more slipup like that and I 
might find myself out on the 


cobblestones!.-A suitable slogan was 
required! 


As I paced my parlor in agonized 
Contemplation, sniffing the arsenic in 
the wallpaper as I often did for 
Mspiration, I found myself drifting to 
and in my reverie, I had « vision 


powerful masculine 

beautiful feminine aa “a 
that he was the “Spirit of J 
and that if I were to simply ¢ 
him ina vigorous handshake, he 
would provide me with the slogan b 
desired! How could I refuse? In the™ 


THE ANTI-CIPHER SOCIET) 
CHAPTER ONE: 


CONCERNING THE AUTHOR 
AND HIS CREDIBLE 


7 


EDUCATION: Saint Quiverly’s Pr ; 
School for Fidgety Fretful Boys in? 
Scrimshaw, Connecticut 


HATSIZE: 7%, or 8 after a night of 
pondering ; 


EMPLOYMENT: Copywriter for the 
Hogsteam, Illinois 


teeth and haunches with m 


—Dr. Cornelius Q. Medicine 


WHEN LO, the church bells go silent and the paperboys ‘ 
cease their infernal braying, the modern gentleman, weary from 
his toils, is inclined to doze. It is then that the fiend of the 
mind, the phantasm of the wit, known as “William Lucipher,” 
makes his devilry known! ‘ 


I, Thurburt Mudget Waxstaff III, have unique insight into this» 
hantasmagorical fiend, for I haye been visited by him on no | 


than 3 occasions, and thrice lived to tell the tale! A 


are, the reader may think me prone to superstition, or im 4 


ion of an untrustworthy skull shape. I shall heretofore” 
your skepticism by sharing_my_extraordinary tale! am 


ee pale 


SANITY ; 


NAME: Thurburt Mudget Waxstaff 7 | 
DISPOSITION: Most pleasant! ie 


“Acceptable Slogan” Printing Pressery of | 


DOCTOR'S NOTE: “After ins ecting his: | 
y 


calipers, I declare this man ‘SANE 


ir ALL BEGAN on the evening of 
February 3, 1901. I had been taskea 
by my boss with inventing an 
advertising slogan for our new client, 
WHITMAN’S MOUSTACHE Wax 
AND HORSE-CALMING TONIC. My 
submission—“Whitman’s: There’s no 
evidence that it’s poison!”"—was 
soundly rejected, and an _ entire 
typewriter was heaved at my head. 
One more slipup like that and I 
might find myself out on the 
cobblestones!.A suitable slogan was 
required! 


As I paced my parlor in agonized 
contemplation, sniffing the arsenic in 
the wallpaper as I often did for 
mspiration, I found myself drifting to 
Sleep, and in my reverie, I had a vision. 


Powerful  masoy}; 4 
beautiful fect or 
that he was the ‘Spirit of Ty 
and that if I were to «: 

him in a vigeee a 
Would provide me with the slop 
desired! How could [ refuse? In the: 
morning, I awoke to find g nad 
slogan already written neatly in, 
Journal: 


Fo : 


‘d was he, ave 


=F 


: : ae ’ 
‘elayed the slogan to my boss, his a I; YU L JREAM 
Sure enough, when eet and he proclaimed, “You ‘a j 2 a Tad 
= Z F ste te 
. A reat 


i 8 

his gaa ey Ixy wife” What could I ey but yes? So "98 Tigh) = ‘ata 
oe e Roney and married to my boss's wife, as is \meriegy i po y lea 
7 et alas, the phantom proceeded to harangue me nightly {jee i Tey ioe 
Rats Surat was given rujnous visions, calamitous horrors, whidy he Tree 
avor i 


2 if I created THIS: 


claimed would only ceas' 


s 
vi J 
s 
& 


7 


ii 
iE 
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“tit 
fa 


ut) 
[se 
FF 


ff iit 
i it 


ig 
ged * 
oel lf f 


4 WEAPON 
MODERN RAGE Te 


| THE DEMON’S “DOORWAY OF THE MIND" J 
To be hand-cranked by no fewer than 6 stout lads, for the Naughty 4 
Triangle’s egress from his wretched lair 


ee ee 


listen not to his lies! If you have seen him, meet 

pa 3% North East West Drive at midnight pre- 

=isely, rap thrice on the hitching post, and await 
the opening of the selfs door. 


to 
your attacker — mortally | i 
depressed for day | osseot reall any sack time 


INSOLT5 Sup | Minit the tabs, 
or geeyoveseceninrpt BLOT 


PT informed the demon that such machinery was impossible! Father would 
y ‘sooner disown me than lend me the steel required from his factory. Bub) | 
The triangle proved obtuse. To whom could I turn? I put an ad in the papenct} 
for someone, anyone, who could help with my problem: 


Bs T. M. WAXSTAFE, INQ 
: : 
KILL THE TRIANGLE IN MY BRAIN. | hy ? RTIGED BY APs OF OWS ATG STN 
REWARD: OPIUM i pr ipa!) | 

e replied, I attempted a second draft. 


/ |The hooting nuisance has 
a handy 


pie Gentleman's Toro-Han CO) 
see ie a crropeskT- 1 TASTR.THAT WATE 


f 
THAT STORMY Eyg 
four odd callers arrived 
each with the vengeful} 
expression of the 
recently aggrieved. 


They were, in reverse H/ 
order of sobriety: Father 
Tinsley O’Pimm, an 
excommunicated priest; 


Horace Broadshoulder, g 


sportsfellow and the largest man I’ye ever seen; Jessamine 
Delilah Gulch, a traveling sharpshootress from a Western 
sideshow; and Abigale Blackwing, a tinkerer who tested her J 
inventions on herself. Each of their run-ins with Cipher had i i 
ended in disaster—banishment, firing, divorce, despair. They j 


> helieyed him to be man’s bane throughout recorded history, from “7 . 
) the jungles to the cities, perhaps releas’d anew by Chicago’s { 

© trolley tunnels, close as they are to hell itself. All wanted i 
“revenge for the misfortune they had suffered at his hand, and 


n the consequénce! Kindred souls, at last! 
ir theories of how to defeat the creature varied from 


inching him out of my brain” (Horace), to “shooting him outa " 
brain” (Jessamine), to “removing my brain” (Abigale), to a4 


were ready to finally band together to do something about it, 7] 


Pe 


THE EXORCISM op 
WILLIAM LUCIPERR 


I NEVER SAW MYSELF as the 
of fellow who would engage in at 
black arts. Fighting demons is not 
wheelhouse! (What is in my « 
like that of most proper fellows, js 
collection of all manner of macvelondl Z 
But there comes a time when g rial 


remove the dainty white gloves of 
daintier white gloves of war, Peace and don the 


in iny 
wheelhouse,” 4 


O’Pimm had us in his thrall as - 
and salt’ round the table. The wt a 
“Peeping Thomas” might espy our occ nltory dae so 
the portrait of Mother lest I feel judged by Ps 
upon the Spirit-Board, we were ready to begin, re 
began to quiver, Hark, the demon was near! Slowly the 
arrow pointed to the letters 


EENY MEENY MINEY Yo gee 


BANG! With a white FLASH, the priest suddenly 
demeanor, his eyes began to GLOW, he let out a8 
then . . . he casually leaned back, disrespectfully p 
feet up on the table, pulled out a pack of cards, 
shuffle. Lo! We were in the presence of the 


(’PIMM POSSESS’D! 


3 QUOTH HE: 


“All right, boys and girls, . you're 
_ probably wondering why I chose each 
one of you for this little get-together. 
7 On your own, youre a bunch of 
“\\ gepia-tinted nobodies destined for the 
“dumpster of history. Just absolute 
dorks, each one of you. Do you ever 
listen to yourselves talk? Exhausting. 
ut together, you could be more. 
taff, your dad owns the largest 
“st mill in the United States. 
ing, you're a good enough 
to put my designs into 
Gulch, your «trigger finger 
anyone who tries to get in 
and Broadshoulder, you're 
with bighenough calves 
the gears. 


yy THE ANTPOG 
ie 2, UCIPHER 


SOCIETY 


Here’s how this is gonna oo doy at 
= Wo ae 


You make my portal, and [ } (4 home would be our headquarters ‘ 
each of you rich enough to start aR} ie to join ust Simply hold your ae fortune our 
your own country. America’s 9 fe wis Se Jeft hand over your eye wae : dover y 

* J i ec] <a eed 
anyway. After I take oyer, then /| € this initiationy® 


will be plenty of wastelang | 

need of waste lords, and re By 3 i aan THE ANTL-CIPH 

be you. So what do you say?” } Bg i 6 : SP ‘ INITIATION 
a ; aN fs y \ + 


Four pistols have never been p “i “J 
is 


Sirona 


upon a priest more swiftly, Ri : 
expression turned dour. “Fine, Fou 
hayen’t t 


yet! 


rae 
Lie (Your Name) 
being of sound mind and body, © 
and not currently possessed 3 
- any ghouls, or “hobbea goblins,” 
do herewith Pledge my resolve ¢ 
the eradication of the wicked : 


morons even 


invente 

you in Th) 
obituaries, you Pringles-can clowns | 
It will be hilarious to see how you ; 


try to stop me!” 


penicillin See 


shape, the Peryerse Pyramid, the 
Fallen Angle, William Mischief 
Cipher! And now I shall toast his 
demise with a tall, frothy glass 
of delicious mercury)” 
(Imbibe the pleasant mercury) 


In a flash, O’Pimm was reléastd | iN! 
from the spell, and fainted from © \ 


begun with us as strangers, if 
ended with us as brothers, bond 
by vengeance and a newfound hati 
of geometry. He had threatened 
all, and so an oath was seal’ 
dedicated to 


We began straightaway to plot his destruction. It : 
our talents and ingenuity to find a way to destroy the | 
Abigale drew up the schematics, Jessamine began crafting 
y | OPimm drank, Broadshoulder practiced combat, and I had #h 

mportant job of all: to. advertise! 


form a society 


destruction! 


THE BLL-GIUNTING Sura 


eyes conquered the prairie, hunted the buffalo, and made lightning }, servant 


= re) , The time has come for man to kill the a. 

KEY (00D NEW. ‘ With this suit, it can be accompliahey 
HEAD PHONOGRAPH: “Mr. Cipher” strikes in your dreams, so 
must not fall prey to slumber. Luckily, the “Head Phonograph” shall 
play an.extremely loud wax cylinder of barking sea lions to keep you 
ever free from the dangers of restfulness! 


,, POWER f 
STEAMED By/ 


“HAND OF VIGILANCE”: <( AND Rags 
Should you begin to. nod, the : ont S 
mechanical hand will assist, merrily Down the hatch! survive the Violent ex; 


slapping you to wakefulness! Take 


(WARNING: Ono ee 
that, Cipher! One sip of Doctor 


Cipherizing Tonic will Make 


Profeiors Age 

4 child explode jy 

TONIC GOES 1 BIL COMES ppm 
Sig 


GUARANTEED 
TO CONTArY 
b RAN Ene» 


PROTECTIVE VEST: P 
As the bat fears the day, so too et 


does the demon fear virtue! This 
yest is sewn from the hairs of 
1,000 nuns, whose purity shall repel the 
Triangle of Sin! j 


Mind sullied by the 
soot of Cipher’s 

wickedry? With a 
swig of Father 


A GUN: ———>. 
When virtue fails, there 
is always... a gun. 


INGREDIENTS : 


BEFUDDLING WHEEL: N O'Pimm’ s, z 
» The demon thinks himself a master of~ % ad eae pees Piri: Vann, oe 
tricks? Well, even he shall be Dw man can Count, Toth, Stimulating “Bitters, ae 
vexed by these mechanized erase e Press ip ee 
ethers Now the befuddler has wn The Smallest Corncob of 
ome the befuddlee! ——_—> Vee Ne pate sc) memories of 
: . ‘o repel any Cipher, and 
SPARE BRAIN: ee eo) demon, as i other 
Mr. Cipher is drawn to the brain like a WSag well as a bli 
ss Tol ing 


‘Welshman is drawn to rarebit. Perhaps, 

once captured within, Mr. Cipher can 

seyen be called upon to attack one’s foe! 
es I choose you!” you'll exclaim, 

ing the brain athwart your 

hosen enemy and unleashing 
Cipher’s demonry! 


anyone who z memories as 


enjoys “fun! 7 


well! 


a 
if 
org 


ASTROKE OF LUCK! 


This morning, I received a telegram with the m 
marvelous news! The Anti-Cipherites have been ie 
invited to speak at the 1901 Inventioneers Fair ike 
none other than Theodore Roosevelt himself will a 
attendance! We may even be asked to the mai sip 
Eeracipate in one of his “Teddy Talks”! With ‘oe i 
Sieueg we shall unyeil our findings to the Wi ld 
a ae ur cacti at ae last! Celera etaie 
pprehensive about vitae , 
ee he, met with skepticism or bas ae Ws 
gs. en the great minds of our time bat as “a 
e 


speech I intend to deli 
: lver tomorrow, all ‘ott 5 
We shall know justice at long last! all anxieties will be allayedjiiny 


ally 


Y- SULMARAII-ILN, 


SPEECH TO READ 
AT THE FAIR: 


sie CENTURY DAWN HERALD 


PRINTED UPON POWERFUL PAPER STOCK TO FORTIFY THE NEWSBOY'S FRAIL HAND 


="BILL HUNTERS” DECLAR 


) LAUGHINGSTOCK 


FOLLY STRIKES, MIRTH FOLLOW; 
“HA HA HA HA HA HA HA’ 


ALTHOUGH MAN distinguishes himself from 
and sparrows by manner of reason and logic, 
century there comes along a fellow who is such 
” that it may be fit to lock him away in the zo 
ark, with naught but various wooden blocks to 
fist Such a man revealed himself yesterday at the 
Inventioneers Fair, when unrivaled dullard Thu 
t yet confirmed) was crowned 
i i jon of a comical 


RIDICULE STRIKETH 


NEWS OFTHE GLOBE! 


oe 


been lost t 


may 
himse! 

uys suck,” said 
the Hogsteam A 


“STARCH FOR THE LASSES! 
STARCH FOR THE Boys! 
CHUGGMAN’S LUMP STARCH — 

IS WHAT THE FAMILY ENJOYS!” 


Perv Chuggmus, Choggman Lamp Starch 


QUEEN VICTORIA PROCLAIMS 
“HARRUMPH!" 


Dies immediately after 


ELECTRICITY: A REVIEW 


Bab! Every week it's some new thing, isn't it? Fire 
this, printing press that, Civil War this, evolution 
that. Enough! Now it's “electricity” that everyone's 
prattling about, flapping their jaws to the latest fad 
and fancy! If electricity is so great, why hasn't it 
figured out how to stop the horrid pheasants from 
gathering in my gazebo? Well, I'll tell you one 
thing; slootcicity: is a nuisance, and will likely be 
ates ie quickly as the “teeth brush.” Here's 

t thing I've had quite enough of: the French! 


Seems ren enne ee 


| Women 
and Girls 
J i * ble 


Euan WHO 
“| WALKED UP 70 
( ryPING MACHINES 


RAGTIME PLAYED TOO FAST 


ANIMATION 


“_and they were a riot! 
hats? Lampposts doing the 
mething | could use! 
aston” the sounds of slide whistles and 
syndrome to Inkwell Studios, 
t animation entrepreneur and 
fers enthusiast Elias Inkwell. 


a 
| It has now been m 
ee y 3rd year at the H 
{ 4 had j t invented a new dark ay : 
ASYLUM FOR THE CRIMINAL OGSTR, 30! mankind hae a ee toons! shoe ELIAS INK WELL 
LY INSANY 1 They were "ej th were inted , si : 
E i + toons since ey wer painte on 


t 
4gen ; 
4rcin? yi sin celluloid 


| aeabreg CONCERNINGLY ORIGIN 
Nii anes my fellows disbanded, and I } AL. y 
an ede acta life, I have asked for a vey De to 
-strait-dinner nse ane “he a t ek rita 
matter. My window bars f: uests have heen denied Ni 
a. ‘ace the ei 
eH iy ah tn a 
Bia esc nk walls mean that ay the me 
fon thongh they ea I still correspond with pe! Pa 
Ra bcos ve gone to their respecti Ye 
fortune with a ts End ore ett an impress 
mt eee mansion, Perha h 0 
o the elites of this fuel tows wil spread 
Divers: « : 


er-C 
cane ae wearing 
mals | this was SO 


catP¢ : 
by upstar 
uspen¢ 


going so great: his 
er, ‘Ducky the Rat-Hog,” 
iences bored and confused. 


Inkwell Studios wasn't 
first cartoon charact 


way to influe 
children of the worl 
army of child labor at my dis 
portal | wanted! One handshake 


symphonies was in full swing! 


) you think me mad 
er get ? I have m 
y peace of mind. H - 
. He can 


ret me If I co zs 

’ uld ‘ 
| CS Sale any fate on him; therapy. — 
© rs 


Simple enough for # 
child or uncoordinated 


cunucren MODEL DEFT 
ed? cot FAO Three pointe, 
adult to drat 


but vo purpose! 


Hey, I tri 
YI tried to get these guys on the 
TYPICAL 
BILL POSES 
ond 


winning side! I sta 
! ted to thi 
m i : 
aa ial, out to humans os ia 
ns e That’s when I reivig 
as a better wa' gg 
humans? ed : : =a se 
: ; | Relatably shiftless! 


EXPRESSIONS 


steal your piel 


“Hle’s one meron® 


(4) 


honies= 
ner SBP 
a Os Pe garts playing 


sCENE ne pouncing Bill! 


Follow “ ings) 

(enorus * jolly good fellow! 
For * pointy and dapper and 
He's 


yellow! a jolly good fellow! 
e 


h the 
For to release 
, time 
it’s 
Now 
pees! 
ant, live bees will 
(at this: Povo the theater.) 


pe released ett 
He Screams / P 


a Everyone’sa critic! 
BEA, ; = ‘ fe Especially critics, who said that Cipher 
ae dish : 4 sy mphonies was the “worst thing they‘d seen on film since 
oe ies footage of the sinking of the Lusitania.’ When he saw 
the headlines, Elias told me the deal was off, and sent a company-wide memo 
putting a bounty on my head! 


Fellas, I’m in a bit of a bind here, but I’m hoping you can put aside ’ 
drawing attractive female cows in skirts for a day and lend me a hand, It 
pains me to admit this, but our last cartoon was ‘cénceived by an immortal 
demon from a realm of nightmares,and now he’s aftergmy soul, of all things. 
Egg on my face, I can assure you! Well, I need a way\to get rid of the rotten 
fellow, and I’m hoping one of you creative types can “brainstorm-kateer” a } 
way to expel him from my brain forever. In Hollywood we create dreams every A 
day! I’m asking you to kill one. 15 dollars to the m@m who can do it. 4 


Your boss, =) le) ae p 
Elias Inkwell RAY / 


PS: I need a new character! Maybe Fcegtking eggs? A womanly dog? “Ollie the 
Frog with Polio”—is that anything? 


en 1 € e e so catc so oying, tha’ eave 
osers decided to in n be $0 © a ying, t t\‘d 
Vi a song designed to y. 


” was 
any brain that heard it. “The World Is Small pane ie sot All evidence of our work 
He'd won this round—but | vowed I'd be back on © 4’ were scrapped. Luckily, humanity 
was locked in the Inkwell Vault, and the plans for ©" 
was cooking up anew sinister technology ula exp 


The 1940s! I began hanging out in nuclear 


testing r to see if the radiation would blast open ahole dessa é 
bach wsdl It worked! For about 3 hours... 


: 1 4 
mp NO: MOTIVE 
Ey ; peyond descriptions bape 
ico reenee | , a | . = ’ op TTD nad to be sent to | sensitive ini 
ais j i gL0 yur mem. nausea > Q 
: \ B Ov ener tO~ 


OFFICE MEMO * UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT. 


1 ay 


FROM: Commander Buck Pierson of the U.S, Army ~A 


At 10:5 on the morning of July 11, 19k7, a 
detected entering US airspace, crash~landing jue 


We phoned President Truman immediately, and he tol 


id us "not™to..get_ oir 

in a twist!" and that he was "busy thinking up doctrines" but t 
anything communist-y happens." i e 
| | 12 14 said, CT cate 


< Panties | 
Phone hin "4 | sv 
| 


1" but when 


i Our men have captured the object, which our experts have ascertaine ide me 
I craft but in fact a life-form of unknown origin. The life-f :, “ata La not a eae an incision, 
} in an interrogation cell after great effort, was capable of speech, and contained e disappearing and 
deal of sass and backtalk, ; de | ne a television 
,gppearing, tions. He 

| You and the fellas aren't going to believe this. I will 1 he ph od changing sta 
! for themselves. abies Neer Soo et the photographs gpeat set this was damage from 
claimec ality breach! 


1 re 
an Waccddenta Picks 
7 say anything 
om Boo oe ag. a nreslly ie 
dolls pop." Finally, with 4 
BANG that left our ¢2! 
ne was gone, 
spinning on the ground. : 
i knew what to make of it 


NAME: BILL CIPHER 


DATE OF BIRTH: Claimed to be 
“older than your mom, Jack." Our 
interrogator tried to tackle him for the 
insult but was restrained and replaced 
with another interrogator. 


[SPECIMEN 3 FROM HANGAR 618 B 


COUNTRY OF ORIGIN: "the Mindscape" - > ; 
(May be code for Noscow) oe ANG eam | -----—— 


LAMQUAQE: can speak English 
backward and forward. = 


RACE: ... Triangle? 


; GENDER: I'm just gonna 
| down Triangle Aphis cite 


WOT coment. aft $2 Cape Saltire 
me _ RECORDED - 


_ exneir_B 


“Bab You Know! Will (Shake Hands With Bill)” (1954) blew up the charts, unti 
a bal panic started over the lyrics: “To the sock hop / twist and jive! / Then 


proceed to construct a 
hoop of titanium 
capable of stabilizing a 
gateway to the dark void 
of screams.” 


Any references to me 
were banned from the 
radio, except for preachy 
hillbilly slop like this! 
On the bright side, this 


record does make a great 


frisbee. If you find a 
copy, aim for Pluckin’ 
Jim Puckett’s unibrow! 


[Ran AA ) fe By | same OI 


fere t! T struck deals with a 
ne first computer Capable 
§ Written in trinary code! 
ers kept jumping 
that got out was _/ 


vob) 


Some of the original Maniacintosh Ciphervision 


- > 1000s probably exist in your dad’s 

| basement somewhere—see if youcan 
" ¢ ENS find them! We Hea 4 

¥ 6 = & aN ) my ID a game called “Mind- 

ic < " eS $7 = SA Sweeper” that deleted your age 


f shear or 
memiories! Where's MY 4 a) 


— - A | 


d these brainwash an army of gravis 
into crocheting mea portal? Look, I was running out 


of ideas, okay! But these were QUALITY product: 


*NOT ACTUAL SIZE 


Since 1993, we at PudgyLilDarlins™ have been hand-crafting wholesome 
collectibles, perfect for ages 79-101! Now we’re pleased to release the “Tri-Angels” 
Collection, featuring designs that our founder, Martha Frubbins, hallucinated after 
accidentally inhaling toxic fumes from cabinet varnish. According to Martha, these 
adorable little characters represent “my one true master, Cipher be his name, in 
nightmares may he reign,” at which point Martha began to violently shake and foam 
at the mouth, gibbering in an ancient tongue not known to man. “ASSEMBLE ALL 
SEVEN COLLECTIBLES TO OPEN THE SEAL,” she screamed, black ooze leaking 
from her eyes, as her cats began to levitate. That’s our Martha! 


CAN YOU COLLECT THEM ALL before the end-times come? Bill Cipher, the 
“King of Fear,” will soon be here, riding upon a chariot of chaos, and he will 
only spare those who bear his collectibles! Don’t be left behind! 


Bring this advertisement to the store and scream as loud as you can until they give you your very own Tri Angel 


« Made with LOVE 
(Also made from a proprietary carbon, hydrogen, 
nitrogen, sulphur, and chlorine compound) 


¢ The perfect weight to kill a man! 


THE TRI-cANGELS COLLECTION” 
333 Sundapple Lane, Cozy Creek. IL, 60714-94611 


iy Promptly 


~~-Pest, Darkest Fear 


sas dish from intr to NASA. to the Soviet space ste 


every stoplight on Earth turned yellow. I laughed so hard my Shy 
backed out sb! the room. 


SOMEONE HAD DONE IT! 


Someone had reversed the Shaman's spell and had summoned me back to 
Gravity Falls. WHO WOULD LT BE?! A genius? An idiot? 
Oh. 
Oh my goodness me. YES. 


It was both. 


clear of my plans. Society calls these 
people outcasts. I call them tHenchmaniacs! 


I paid his mind a visit, and O+, what a ROOMY 
mind it was! This guy's LQ was off the charts— 
and he was wasting his gifts on, what? Sketching 
D-list cryptids and collecting moths? (If he ever 
tries to show you his moth collection, throw yourself 


off a cliff.) 


No, no. I took a little peek through his possible futures and giggled with delight. 
He was destined for so much more. And those hands . . . it was suddenly so 
clear. The Shaman’s zodiac wasn’t a cage meant to trap me: it was a TRICK to 
try to keep me away from the humans I could USE! Me and Sixer would be 
the perfect team. I had what he always wanted—charisma—and he had what I 
wanted—fingers. 


Since you and me are pals, how’s about I give you a peek at something super rare? 
Sixer was a lot better at science than he was at making friends, and he tended 
to vip out journal pages that had anything to do with his issues with ot 
especially me. Wanna see what he was hiding? We both know you do. 


LIE REN 


‘Ding, ding; ding! Guys as smart as YOU Come iN n aa aS 
ny ee ee 
mee 


Za joy Ay 
ait 
Sard 
~~ ence every other century, and they scare the ae = = 
> off of authority figures! Trust me, I've met ‘en P i“ only @ “ha ad 
see you on the cover of every magazine ong “ uid qe has beer oad J cannst belive how 
~ put only if you make the might chess moves a a mnt OY Muse, hed my life nner. Its not 
3 . game of Life, slick! Can I call you Slick?" hee / much he har of on» about the ar - 
‘You can call me anything bits ae just fos anconry ad. when ts sluggish, and 
except for dinny, » WE sped aF i 3 ; 
ae | 2 


‘Ha! You catch on quick! I think I'm stank; 
~ 60 bike you, Sixer! 7“ 


I think Im tasting te the you, Pill? 
‘by the way, that A- you Jot in 3rd op, 
‘ade? 
Totally unfair" d 


it “Pordtriamaune, Ea annst,) 
“OH ‘ ca ene word, I weuld, but ; 
my a0, age r7 Thank you! rs er 


all he has ever ached +” > j 
aie Y . er 
5 And te get thes tattse, 
oe ee "ull debating that-ent:) 


Perfectky legj es « at ZS 
vse of af te Sere hgitimate /) 
an 
Re = Sf: sites language 


Oxford comma! 
ig iA) . WV 


Van ss e , Pd ~404 aa : 
<} in See Bretads | ae xeoaun xe 14 Be ime, and. tam 
Wik! WOW! Get out of mu heac hs, manthe oho GOS: 
oR eee Ok OF my head! Prut-then —— 3 9 head? Aad ft 
> Oe py : Soe bat all & 3 
tea a Aes am ft te ¢ 


Mune (5K 

J was iacing around the lak dyin 

af 4 

Peatch a Leckbady Mantis (it-had 

been unlacking dears in my houre with 

iL infernal avs) I patted 
We calendar. My slamach sank a bit-when J 
sy; is tday 

ever nce dand J... 


a i find @ pile of dead sats inenplicably lfpthe, 


le the word FORD Thaw 10 idea whe wauld do the, Jp, 


I made that- 
peed a sign as an 


fe actially membered my birth, ? 
; iis 
his Hp on human, cuslems was 
‘Tix you q drink to make 
the ‘Myoclonic Jerk’ and it can get you Loaded in 
your SLEEP. Salvador Dali Loved ‘ew!" 7 was flattered but 
prbtely declined — Im niét-much, of a dunker, He said, I'L 


Convince you COme@rroy nigh! /..9./. 


mt 


Was imprecise E 
IE UP bo your! It's called 


2 an 
Ty EN NING HEN ED ; 


pr 

+ Tf 

ene 
2. 


my 
cones 


ware 
. OAD / 
“Spat 


Mp 
TIN 


= 


t et <i) Vite) 
JHE Gul 
>) Be. 388 


Bi 


lan ley, 


“How about that: uov)’ 
JUSE eak him in ‘ souve got an inferion 
e 


ea cant just eat-ye eg taan, Bilt’ 


a ; Ontact With 
yy A, > je) don't regret ib. ae aS home. dimension and | 
and Sabotage 


nh of mags , oe ee 


ng: barge ant “o your OWN FACE | 
cumes an your oun tf hen y, 4 


th ; clone! Whu didy! 3 a 
nf Womb? Think of how powerful od 


ep Aili) 


TO 


“figure of § 


+ from 4 guy who You cant v nd , * 
"4 Uness you want to thaw a giant baby out 
ase of a glacier" 


“Gome again Vu 
peech. Ik means waste your ti 


of guase yan can canes seally go heore eel GA 


tt} My dimension Was entirely burned out 
ce. Wanna see the onty thing Left of ib?" . 


“gure cay 
existen 


vemeved hus hat, and La 
Sina oe 


I was ; 


“What? Your ENTIRE heme dimensi 
land? lau? Pry what?” 


Pill leshed distant, more a 
IA ever wen hum. 


‘By a monster 


; S Soe 

(Thats. thats unimaginable. Did yaw Wer 

tack this beast; aevenge? 7 could halp i 
yous: Feeould hunt it down! x 


He laughed joyle» y 


“Sixer it Would eat you Wve 


™ gs Ly Loca “—e 
P ™ ae 3 eae HOLLY si 
Ss ‘ 
j We HY ~ 4 iagek, I ums taken by 


| 7 he Je a SNOW GLOBE]: 

: Falls! Seicles are hanging from : : : me we ce Lb, 

Bf Bins pred a TT carrey 
, : sibel hl 


1— ts gaing ta tak, 
pring (2 take 
wee, just ta unelag the. beard farrs/ 
Unfazed, F has been making hist ocd and weldin 
3 pla ang Chustmas tongs en the radia. 
PUA, “id Raated 


his sppressar’s workshep te the ground of 


IU adorvit- Prue never veally ” y Laad the 


Ilion sas ehing it %ell wher T head a. la. yy 
| end voce eatile ny door. Had F seturird aft, po 
| Had he brought is family? Alas, I went ot | 
p found my perch demiled, and stranger still. 


| MYSTERY, FO 


ogectT! LE 
PR orS 


uandter, 
after me, Shid in 2 ee 


of fostprints behird There was a wcond set 
BK whowhing of busrcher nr ing the is 


| DARKNESS, 4... 7 
ene came t8, I found Bd ere 
@ riawive beirrel delerg : up im 
J tanned ty aad. is being LMM aes the ‘Spas: 


¢ , . eis 4 / ust 3 
“Ath, mein little bey AI fn, TE ya? 7 KRAMPUS was.edt-céld with @ 

es Please, you mouths cay foe oe ; appeared, backlit-by the sn, ; 

v2, plum delights far UBT seid tressect he conenenge banje asnstart! ; 

7 e/ Atrr, 

Uy Ky; Son ocdne te tales 

| bth RaigheoNe fe 


V tah that sta candy ever en 
childruen. & man ones. dar x wal fx 


Fol ry exact inttactions df you wale eet 


T will only release you ef yon te) 
salen aah baracg ae 


ay 


ts shou 


"Hey, lw nok & 
a third- 


“have it on good authority that he daydreams deouk 
— shutting the whole. thipg down. Iw just saying... 3 
keep avreye on him.’ be oom 


Mi te ape 
Rides ‘ 
Spent swede ib, pal! When in qouPe; INS 9°% 4g 


simple trick | use bo figure out who 
to:pelieve. 


«Whats thet?” Trogey “Ie 
‘Teust No O 


STANLEY PINES 
“J can fit my whole fist in my mouth! 

Colleges 

Who's Asking? 
Social Clubs: 

cy Pines Fan Club! (only'member) 
Senior Standout: 
escape New Jersey 


Stank 


Least likely to 
Academic Rank: 


(In lieu of an answer, Stanley submitted a 


drawing of a possum w ith” knife.) 


STANFORD PINES 
“Ad Astra Per Aspera 


College: 
AGgoystAGen 
Social Clubs: 
Chess Club, Honors Society. Robotics Team 
Metric System Advocacy Society, Mathletes, 
markateers, Astrono Masters 


Grame 
ation (Actually we prefer 


Pedants Assoc 
“Association of Pedants,” please issue this 
correction or prepare to receive & very lengthy 

series of letters) 

Senior Standout: 
Most likely to succeed 

Academic Rank: 


Valedictorian 


£ 
ne ty al od Hh hans tad . dong! hehe e 
) as a cna, foe teen NM foe I thaught abt tthe mou 
, clean day, ond 9 Ve Fhe OD, 
ae se bach chaning MM II my che 
ally, I balace? when the bird [ps ? ot (When J none - 
bff f the  @ herd ofi,' Brad Hotgels come 
liguid 
Mie ee So ty, my putaten 
) upeatting the same words over and nee Q $e 
shipping record: ee ae ee POSSIBLE ANAGRAMS 
\y ? i 
I GROW MADDENED’ = at 
T diperately tied to ask them ihat-they meant but ag I GROW MADDENED - 
2 gee Moe, re teunil came. out. : LS DREADEP MOWING © ” “sg 
P ENGULADD 2 a oo. Ma i” = eoce> DREAMED God WIN’ 
aT eue, . ot fn "py fa bat a NIMROD. WARNED DEMIGOD | ae 
Oe 4 sities aa DEMON WAR. DID EDGE, 
‘ IM DEAD WRONGED 


DEGRADE MIND...OW/ 
= Th oa a tT - 
3 C7 ite meta dinnen OF ‘uo % 
tamervieu’s test: we % mind cadet has a 
ae he triumph ou devwnch es a 


og 


S. 


a Mil eR 


| 


DESTROY THE 
AND LEAVE TOWN FOREVER! 


4 : your pome are frelly over, 


 ENERYTHING/ 


I'VE SHUT DOWN THE PORTAL 4 

: DAMN IT ALL! 74 
mind reels horier and. humiletisn 
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Hi, yeah, I'm working the drive-through window at Burrito 
paradox Interdi-Mexican Restaurant, and there’s a— 
[muffled sounds of explosions and screaming in the 
packground] There’s a triangle, I think he’s had a lot to 
drink, he ordered “one Sixer, please.” We told him that 
didn’t make any sense, and he started crying, and then 
ordered “infinite empanadas,” and we told him we don’t 
offer infinite empanadas anymore after they caused all 
those time loops, and then he started just, like, trashing 
the place. He’s inside the milkshake machine right now 
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Is anyone hurt, ma'am? 
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Look, you already know what happened next! Using tenth-dimensional ’ a Vay ¥ 
cunning and charisma, T returned to Gravity Falls, played the family against \. hte ( y) 
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$0 mUCh happier than him? 


Yeah, | Looked at his so-called book. Too many 
words if you ask me! | saw a section called 
‘How to Win the Lottery Every Time.’ Ha! I've 
broken into the Oregon State Lottery HO on 
Lwo separate occasions (for reasons | will not 
elaborate on) and | know that winning the 
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_ seems b00 good to be true, that's because 
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a MESSAGE FROM: THE THERAPR 
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| Greetings! We wish to apologize on behalf of our staff for 

“witnessed. To explain—you have been contacted through t 

‘rules by patient #323322 from the Dimensional Tyrant War: 
Security Wellness Center. Ever since the Axolot! admitted h 
aunique case. On his first day he started a one-man Prism: 

| placed in the “Solitary Wellness Void.” We understand therapy 

‘for new patients, which is why we've put a poster in Bill’s 

“TRY- angle!” We think that will help ;} = 


"Here at the Theraprism, we believe death canbe thebeginningofanewlife. With 


-||good behavior, former wizards, world-eating titans, and even Mr. Cipherhave 


many exciting options for reincarnation—perhaps as a newt, shrimp; oracic i 
of fungal spores! Unfortunately, Mr. Cipher recently used his “Therapeutic — 
| Journaling” Arts and Crafts hour to reach out to.youwith this book, invio 
lof our rules about contacting outside dimensions. 


s... 


Do not worry—if there is a better self to discover inside, our patients alwa 
discover it. Even if it takes forever. Especially if it takes forever! We will gra 
Mr. Cipher 5 more minutes of journaling time to finish his session and ther 
/ will be confiscating this book! And then: PUPPET HOUR! : 
—ORB OF HEALING LIGHT #D-SM5 
PRAISE THE AXOLOTL 


IAGNOS| 
A hemyholism 


FINE. IS THAT WHAT YOU WA Ee 
Axre you happy now? This is where they stuc 
medicated Kafkaesque health-hole with loser-tier 

reality until T learn some kind of “lesson.” I 
stomach to break me out early, but you turned 


like my worthless ttenchmaniacs, who haven't 
miserable family, who tried to snuff out my talents! Just RE SIXER, who af 
RUINED MY ONE SHOT AT LIBERATING REALTTy! ae | 


EINE! Have t YOUR way! What have T learned in therapy? NOTHING. 
THIS DUMB ROCK CAN'T KEEP ME CONTALNED FOREVER. I don’t 
need a million followers—I just need ONE. IT’S ONLY A MATTER OF 


TIME, AND I HAVE ALL THE TIME IN THE WORLD. There’s AL Ways . , | 
another human. SOMEONE else will pick up the book. SOMEONE will ibuab’ a E \ ‘ 7 
shake my hand! One day, when you least suspect it, ILL BE BACK! ME Ns \ 


AS FOR YOU-you betrayed me! I’m severing our connection and cutting 
out our best memories! SNIP, SNIP! Remember the chapter about the 
Bermuda Triangle? NO? GOOD-—it’s already working! Soon this will all aie 
seem like a dream. You won't be seeing me. But T’ll be seeing you. 


Because no matter what the idiot counselors in this smiling « a 
don't need anyone, I NEVER HAVE, and I DON'T MISS 
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